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INTRODUCTION. 


ABOUT  fifty  years  ago  there  came  to  New  York  a  man, 
who  wore  the  dress  and  spoke  the  language  of  the 
Whites,  but  in  his  appearance,  habits,  ideas,  and  ways 
was  more  like  a  Red  Indian.  He  was  then  in  the  em¬ 
ployment  of  the  United  States  Government  as  Indian 
interpreter,  at  Sault  de  St.  Marie,  to  which  northern 
outpost  he  was  soon  to  return. 

His  had  been  a  life  of  strange  incident  and  adventure. 
When  yet  a  boy,  he  had  been  carried  off  from  his  father’s 
home  in  Kentucky  by  a  marauding  band  of  Shawnees, 
from  whom  he  was  transferred  to  the  Ojibbeways,  by  a 
chief  of  which  tribe  he  was  purchased,  and  adopted  by 
his  wife,  in  place  of  a  son  who  had  died.  At  first  he 
had  hope  of  making  his  escape,  but,  finding  this  impos¬ 
sible,  he  became  naturalized  among  the  Indians,  sharing 
their  adventures  and  hardships,  and  living  among  them 
as  one  of  themselves,  during  thirty  years.  He  thus 
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came  to  know  more  of  their  customs  and  manners,  of 
their  occupations  and  whole  life,  than  perhaps  had  ever 
been  known  before  by  any  white  man. 

When  at  New  York  he  met  an  American  physician, 
Dr.  E.  James,  the  same  who  had  written  an  account  of 
Major  Long’s  expedition  to  the  Rocky  Mountains.  To 
him  he  gave  many  details  of  his  past  life,  which  were 
published  in  1830,  under  the  title  of  “  Narrative  of  John 
Tanner’s  thirty  years’  captivity  among  the  Indians  in 
the  interior  of  North  America.”  His  father’s  name  was 
Tanner,  but  among  the  Indians  he  had  been  called  the 
Falcon,  or  Grey  Hawk. 

The  book,  as  originally  published,  contained  not  only 
the  incidents  of  his  life,  but  also  disquisitions  and  essays 
upon  the  natural  history,  traditions,  languages,  religion, 
and  the  political  relations  of  the  various  tribes,  at  that 
time,  to  the  American  Government.  Much  of  this 
matter  is  of  limited,  and  some  of  it  of  temporary  and 
bygone  importance  ;  but  it  appears  to  the  present  editor 
that  the  story  of  Indian  life  and  adventure  would  prove 
of  permanent  interest  to  youthful  readers,  both  in 
England  and  America,  and  on  that  account  worthy  of 
reproduction.  The  personal  narrative  is  in  the  main  a 
reprint  from  the  original  work,  with  the  omissions 
already  indicated,  and  with  only  such  alterations  as 
seemed  necessary  for  the  structure  of  a  story  which  is 
founded  on  fact. 
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That  the  book  will  afford  amusement,  and  convey 
/nstruction,  there  is  no  doubt ;  and  the  editor  hopes  it 
will  also  serve  the  higher  purpose  of  interesting  many 
readers  in  the  condition  and  prospects  of  a  people 
whose  history  is  full  of  mysterious  romance,  and  who 
have  in  recent  times  shown  themselves  capable  of 
civilization,  and  of  becoming  good  citizens  and  good 
Christians. 

The  position  of  the  Indian  race  is  widely  different 
now  from  what  it  was  at  the  time  of  this  story.  In 
the  early  part  of  this  century  the  Red  men  were  still 
numerous  and  powerful  in  the  States  east  of  the  Mis¬ 
sissippi.  They  hunted  their  game,  and  built  their 
lodges  in  regions  which  are  now  richly  cultivated  and 
densely  peopled.  Cities,  which  are  to-day  the  busy 
marts  of  commerce,  were  then  remote  outposts  of  civi¬ 
lization.  Chicago,  for  instance,  was  then  only  known 
as  a  small  trading  station.  Of  the  fierce  and  dangerous 
race,  branches  of  which  once  spread  along  the  Atlantic 
and  Gulf  coasts,  not  a  tribe  now  remains  on  its  original 
soil.  The  sons  of  the  hunters  and  warriors  of  other 
days  have  learned  the  arts  of  peace.  They  plough  the 
soil,  plant  corn,  build  houses,  schools  and  churches  ;  for 
they  are  adopting  the  religion  and  knowledge,  as  well 
as  the  arts  and  laws  of  the  white  men.  Most  of  them 
have  fixed  settlements  on  lands  reserved  for  them,  one 
of  which — “the  Indian  Territory” — set  apart  for  the 
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tribes  removed  from  the  Mississippi  States,  is  a  space  of 
nearly  70,000  square  miles  of  fertile  country. 

It  is  the  same  in  Canada.  Large  numbers  of  the 
Indians  have  there  also  settled  down  in  peaceful  and 
industrial  life,  in  fixed  districts,  and  receiving,  as  their 
brethren  in  the  States  do,  certain  gifts  and  annuities, 
as  compensation  for  territories  ceded  by  them,  or  taken 
from  them.  A  curious  illustration  of  the  altered  state 
of  life  was  witnessed  not  long  ago  in  England,  when 
the  hereditary  chief  of  the  once  formidable  Ojibbeway 
nation,  Coming  Thunder,  as  his  native  designation 
would  be,  appeared  as  the  Rev.  H.  Pahtahquahong 
Chase,  an  ordained  clergyman,  in  the  diocese  of  the 
Bishop  of  Huron. 

Lake  Winnipeg,  and  the  Assineboin  River,  and 
other  places,  which  are  constantly  named  in  this  story, 
are  now  attracting  hosts  of  emigrants,  who  have  already 
formed  the  rising  province  of  Manitoba.  The  Indians 
are  now  seldom  seen  in  the  old  places,  except  when 
they  come  for  peaceful  trading,  or  to  receive  their 
annuities  at  the  stations.  In  the  same  way  the  Indians 
of  the  American  Republic  are  never  seen  by  the  people 
of  the  older  States,  except  when  occasionally  some 
chiefs  or  delegates  come  from  afar  to  Washington,  to 
pay  their  respects  to  the  Great  Father,  the  President, 
and  to  transact  some  business  about  their  annuities  or 
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But  beyond  the  ever-advancing  lines  of  settled  terri¬ 
tories,  on  the  Pacific  slopes  in  the  States,  and  in  the 
remote  regions  of  the  Canadian  North-West,  large 
numbers  of  Indians  still  lead  their  old  independent  and 
nomadic  life.  On  the  north  of  the  boundary  line  these 
remnants  of  the  ancient  race  give  little  trouble,  being 
chiefly  engaged  in  their  old  pursuits  of  hunting,  fishing, 
and  trading.  On  American  soil  they  more  frequently 
meet  the  Whites  in  fierce  conflict,  in  the  vain  effort  to 
stem  the  tide  of  westward  colonization.  The  white 
border  ruffians  too  often  shoot  them  down  as  vermin, 
and  it  is  therefore  no  wonder  that  the  old  war  spirit  is 
not  extinct.  The  main  pretext  for  maintaining  even  a 
small  standing  army  by  the  United  States  Government 
is  defence  against  the  hostile  Indians.  The  duties  of 
the  troops  would  be  lighter  if  the  Red  men  were  more 
protected  from  the  aggressive  violence  of  the  settlers. 
Till  this  protection  is  more  efficient,  there  is  little  hope 
of  the  nomadic  tribes  of  the  far  west  being  soon  brought 
under  the  influences  of  peace  and  civilization. 
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The  first  event  of  my  life  of  which  I  have  any  recollec¬ 
tion  is  the  death  of  my  mother.  This  happened  before 
I  was  three  years  old.  I  have  no  distinct  remembrance 
of  her  person,  but  only  of  the  love  with  which  she 
loved  me,  and  of  the  aching  void  in  my  young  life 
when  I  saw  her  no  more,  and  heard  her  voice  no  more. 
That  impression  of  blank  grief  long  remained  with  me. 
I  do  not  remember  the  name  of  the  place  where  we 
then  lived,  but  have  since  learned  that  it  was  on  the 
Kentucky  River,  at  a  considerable  distance  from  the 
Ohio.  My  father,  whose  name  was  John  Tanner,  had 
come  from  Virginia  to  settle,  upon  new  land,  as  many 
were  then  doing,  and  he  removed,  soon  after  my 
mother’s  death,  to  a  place  called  Elk  Horn. 

Of  this  settlement  at  Elk  Horn,  where  we  stayed 
several  years,  I  have  a  few  distinct  recollections.  Not 
far  from  our  house  there  was  a  cavern  in  the  solid  rock, 
which  I  sometimes  went  to  with  my  elder  brother.  We 
took  two  candles  ;  one  we  lighted  on  entering,  and 
went  on  till  it  was  almost  burnt  down  ;  then  we  lighted 
the  other,  and  began  to  return,  reaching  the  mouth  of 
the  cavern  before  it  was  quite  burned  out.  I  have  since 
been  told  that  there  are  vast  underground  caves  in  that 
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part  of  the  country,  but  I  suppose  our  cavern  was  one 
which  two  boys  could  visit  without  danger  of  losing 
ourselves.  We  only  thought  it  a  sort  of  adventure  to 
go  through  the  dark  cave  with  a  light  in  our  hand. 

A  more  constant  excitement  in  those  early  years 
was  what  we  heard  about  the  Indians.  Hostile  parties 
of  the  Shawnee  tribe  had  occasionally  visited  the 
settlement  at  Elk  Horn,  driving  away  cattle  and  horses, 
and  sometimes  killing  white  people.  One  night,  my 
uncle,  my  father’s  brother,  went  out  with  other  men 
to  surprise  a  camp  of  these  Indians,  which  they  knew 
was  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  from  which  they  feared 
an  attack.  They  came  upon  the  camp  unobserved,  and 
firing  into  it,  killed  one  man,  the  rest  escaping,  some 
of  them  jumping  into  the  river.  My  uncle  brought 
home  the  scalp  of  the  slain  Indian,  and  it  was  hung 
up,  like  the  skin  of  vermin,  on  the  outside  of  one  of 
the  log  cabins. 

In  the  course  of  our  residence  at  this  place  an  in¬ 
cident  occurred,  to  the  influence  of  which  I  attributed 
many  of  the  disasters  of  my  subsequent  life.  My 
father  was  starting  early  one  morning  to  go  to  a  distant 
village,  and  gave,  as  it  appeared,  a  strict  charge  to 
my  two  sisters,  to  send  me  to  school.  It  was  wet  and 
unpleasant  weather,  and  they  neglected  to  attend  to 
my  father’s  charge  till  the  afternoon.  It  being  still 
rainy,  I  then  insisted  on  staying  at  home.  When  my 
father  returned  in  the  evening,  and  found  that  I  had 
been  at  home  all  day,  he  sent  me  for  a  bundle  of  small 
canes,  and  flogged  me  far  more  severely  than  I  thought 
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the  offence  merited.  I  was  displeased  with  my  sisters 
for  laying  the  whole  blame  upon  me,  saying  I  had 
refused  to  go ;  which  was  true  as  to  the  afternoon, 
but  they  had  neglected  to  tell  me  I  was  to  go  to  school 
in  the  forenoon.  From  that  day  my  father’s  house 
was  less  like  home  to  me,  and  I  often  thought  and 
said,  “  I  wish  I  could  go  and  live  among  the  Indians.” 

I  cannot  tell  how  long  we  remained  at  Elk  Horn. 
My  father  did  not  find  farming  there  answer  his  ex¬ 
pectation,  and  he  determined  to  remove.  Having 
arranged  his  affairs,  we  set  out  with  our  horses  and 
wagons,  and  the  cattle,  and  the  goods  we  were  to  take 
with  us.  After  travelling  two  days  we  came  to  the 
Ohio  River.  My  father  bought  three  flat-bottomed 
boats.  In  one  we  embarked,  having  the  bedding  and 
other  furniture  ;  in  the  second  we  put  the  cattle  and 
horses  ;  and  in  the  third  were  some  negroes,  with  the 
remainder  of  our  property.  The  cattle  boat  and  the 
family  boat  were  lashed  together.  We  descended  the 
Ohio,  and  on  the  morning  of  the  third  day  came  to 
Cincinnati.  Here  the  cattle  boat,  which  had  been 
leaking  badly,  sunk  in  the  middle  of  the  river.  When 
my  father  saw  it  was  in  a  sinking  state,  he  jumped 
on  board,  and  cut  loose  all  the  cattle,  and  they  swam 
ashore  on  the  Kentucky  side  of  the  river.  The  people 
from  Cincinnati  had  by  this  time  come  out  in  boats 
to  assist  us,  but  my  father  told  them  that  all  the  cattle 
and  the  horses  were  safe. 

In  one  day  we  went  from  Cincinnati  to  the  mouth 
of  the  Big  Miami  River,  opposite  which  we  were  to 
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settle.  Here  was  some  cleared  land,  and  one  or  two 
losr  cabins,  but  these  had  been  deserted  on  account 
of  the  Indians.  My  father  repaired  the  cabins,  and 
enclosed  them  with  a  strong  stockade.  It  was  early 
in  the  spring  when  we  arrived  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Big  Miami,  and  we  were  soon  engaged  in  preparing  a 
field  to  plant  corn.  I  think  it  was  not  more  than  ten 
days  after  our  arrival,  when  my  father  told  us  in  the 
morning,  that,  from  the  restlessness  of  the  horses,  there 
had  been  Indians  near  us  in  the  night,  and  that  they 
were  probably  lurking  about  in  the  woods.  He  said 
to  me,  “John,  you  must  not  go  out  of  the  house  to¬ 
day.”  After  giving  strict  charge  to  his  wife,  my  step¬ 
mother,  to  let  none  of  the  children  go  out  till  his  return, 
he  went  to  the  field,  with  my  elder  brother  and  the 
negroes,  to  drop  corn. 

During  the  forenoon,  I  became  impatient  of  confine¬ 
ment.  Watching  an  opportunity,  when  my  step-mother 
was  occupied  with  her  baby-child,  I  escaped  unnoticed 
into  the  yard  ;  thence  through  a  small  door  in  the 
large  gate  of  the  enclosure  into  the  open  field.  There 
was  a  walnut-tree  at  some  distance  from  the  house, 
at  the  side  of  the  field  nearest  the  uncleared  woods, 
where  I  had  been  in  the  habit  of  going  to  look  for 
some  of  last  year’s  nuts.  To  get  to  this  tree,  without 
being  seen  by  my  father  and  those  with  him  in  the 
field,  I  had  to  use  some  precaution.  I  remember 
perfectly  well  how  I  could  see  my  father,  and  how  I 
watched  him,  as  I  was  skulking  towards  the  tree.  He 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  field  where  they  were,  with 
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his  gun  in  his  hand,  to  watch  for  Indians,  while  the 
others  were  all  dropping  the  seed  corn.  As  I  came 
near  the  tree,  I  thought  to  myself,  “I  wish  I  could 
see  these  Indians.”  Soon  I  was  busy  looking  for  nuts, 
and  finding  a  good  many,  I  put  them  into  the  straw  hat 
which  I  wore. 

Suddenly  I  heard  a  crackling  noise  not  far  off  in 
the  wood  behind  me.  Turning  round  I  saw  some 
Indians,  and  in  an  instant,  before  I  could  utter  a  cry 
if  I  had  so  wished,  I  was  seized  by  both  my  hands 
by  two  Indians,  and  dragged  off  between  them  toward 
the  wood.  One  of  them  took  my  straw  hat,  emptied 
the  nuts  on  the  ground,  and  clapped  the  hat  on  my 
head.  We  were  soon  far  from  the  house  and  fields. 
It  all  happened  so  quickly  that  I  was  not  conscious 
of  anything  that  passed  for  some  time.  I  can  only 
remember  that  of  the  two  who  seized  me  one  was  an 
old  man  and  the  other  a  young  man.  Their  names  I 
learned  subsequently  .were  Manito-o-gheezik  and  his 
son  Kish-kaw-ko. 

Long  afterwards,  I  heard  several  particulars  relative 
to  my  capture,  which  were  of  course  unknown  to  me 
at  the  time,  and  which  it  may  be  as  well  now  to  record. 
It  appears  that  the  wife  of  Manito  had  recently  lost 
her  youngest  son,  and  was  in  great  grief.  She  said  to 
her  husband  that  unless  he  could  bring  back  her  son, 
she  could  not  live.  This  he  took  as  an  intimation 
that  he  must  bring  to  her  a  captive  whom  she  could 
adopt  in  the  place  of  her  lost  boy.  Manito  then  lived 
at  Lake  Huron,  and,  taking  with  him  his  son  Kish- 
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kaw-ko  and  two  other  Indians,  he  travelled  eastward 
with  this  sole  design.  On  the  upper  part  of  Lake 
Erie,  they  had  been  joined  by  three  other  young  men, 
and  they  proceeded  on,  now  seven  in  number,  to  the 
settlements  which  were  then  being  newly  formed  on 
the  Ohio.  They  had  arrived  the  night  previous  to  my 
capture  at  the  mouth  of  the  Big  Miami,  had  crossed 
the  Ohio,  and  concealed  themselves  within  sight  of 
our  house.  The  horses  had  been  disturbed  on  hearing 
their  stealthy  reconnoitring  that  night.  Several  times 
in  the  course  of  the  next  morning  old  Manito-o-gheezik 
had  the  utmost  difficulty  in  restraining  the  ardour  of 
the  young  men,  especially  the  three  who  had  joined 
the  party.  They  became  impatient  at  seeing  no 
opportunity  to  steal  a  boy,  nor  could  the  others  be 
expected  to  think  of  this,  as  much  as  the  old  man  and 
his  son  did.  They  were  more  anxious  for  plunder,  and 
wished  suddenly  to  attack  and  fire  upon  the  people 
who  were  dropping  corn  in  the  field.  Only  my  father 
had  a  gun,  and  several  of  them  had  firearms.  It  must 
have  been  about  noon  when  they  espied  me  coming  in 
their  direction  and  stopping  at  the  walnut-tree,  which 
was  not  far  from  their  place  of  concealment. 

I  have  also  been  since  told  that  my  father  came  back 
from  the  field  not  many  minutes  after  I  had  been 
taken.  My  step-mother  had  not  noticed  that  I  was 
absent,  till  my  father,  not  seeing  me,  said,  “  Where  is 
John?”  My  brother  ran  immediately  to  the  walnut- 
tree,  which  he  knew  was  my  favourite  place  of  resort, 
and  saw  the  heap  of  nuts  which  the  Indians  had 
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emptied  out  of  my  hat.  A  sudden  instinctive  feeling, 
arising  from  our  father’s  warning  words  in  the  morning, 
led  him  at  once  to  fear  that  I  had  been  made  captive. 
Search  was  instantly  made  for  me,  but  to  no  purpose. 
My  father’s  distress,  when  he  found  that  I  was  indeed 
taken  away  by  Indians,  was,  I  have  been  told,  very 
great.  Perhaps  he  thought  then  of  his  own  harshness 
and  comparative  want  of  feeling  toward  me,  although 
I  believe  it  was  due  more  to  roughness  of  ways,  caused 
by  his  life  of  hardship  and  anxiety,  than  to  lack  of 
real  affection.  I  also  now  regret  that  I  ever  was  dis¬ 
obedient  or  troublesome  ;  but  of  such  feelings  I  knew 
nothing  at  the  time  I  am  describing,  and  to  which  I 
must  now  come  back.  I  had  no  thoughts  then  except 
fear  and  surprise,  which  filled  my  mind  as  soon  as  con¬ 
sciousness  returned  to  me  ;  for  I  had  fainted  soon  after 
the  first  rush,  and  on  recovering  I  was  lying  on  the 
ground  beside  a  great  log,  which  must  have  been  at  a 
considerable  distance  from  the  house. 

We  were  quickly  moving  again,  as  my  captors  no 
doubt  feared  pursuit.  The  old  man  I  did  not  now  see  ; 
I  was  dragged  along  between  Kish-kaw-ko  and  a  very 
short,  thick  man.  I  had  probably  caused  some  check 
to  the  pace,  which  he  supposed  to  be  resistance  on  my 
part,  or  had  done  something  or  other  to  irritate  this 
man,  for  he  took  me  a  little  to  one  side,  and  drawing  his 
tomahawk,  motioned  to  me  to  look  up.  This  I  plainly 
understood,  from  the  expression  of  his  face  and  his 
manner,  to  be  a  direction  for  me  to  look  up  for  the  last 
time,  as  he  was  about  to  kill  me  I  did  as  he  directed  ; 
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but  do  not  know  whether  he  was  really  enraged  or  only 
intended  to  terrify  me.  Kish-kaw-ko  seemed  to  think 
he  was  in  earnest,  for  he  seized  his  arm  as  the  tomahawk 
was  descending,  as  if  he  feared  he  was  going  to  split  my 
head  open.  Loud  and  fierce  talking  ensued  between 
them.  Kish-kaw-ko  presently  raised  a  shrill  yell, 
which  was  evidently  a  signal,  for  the  old  man  and  the 
four  others  answered  by  a  similar  yell,  and  came  run¬ 
ning  up.  I  have  since  understood  that  Kish-kaw-ko 
complained  to  his  father  that  the  short  man  had  made 
an  attempt  to  kill  his  little  brother,  as  he  called  me. 
The  old  chief,  after  reproving  him,  took  me  by  one 
hand,  and  Kis-kaw-ko  by  the  other,  and  dragged  me 
betwixt  them  ;  the  man  who  had  threatened  me,  and 
who  was  now  an  object  of  terror  to  me,  being  kept  at 
some  distance. 

It  is  possible  that  the  man  had  only  been  provoked 
by  the  degree  to  which  I  retarded  their  speed,  and  so 
endangered  their  own  lives ;  for  they  must  have  been 
apprehensive  of  being  overtaken. 

More  than  a  mile  from  my  father’s  house  we  came  to 
the  river  Ohio,  where  they  thrust  me  into  a  hickory- 
bark  canoe,  which  was  concealed  under  the  bushes 
upon  the  bank.  Into  this  canoe  they  all  seven  leaped, 
and  swiftly  crossed  the  river,  landing  at  the'  mouth  of 
the  Big  Miami,  and  on  the  south  side.  Here  they 
abandoned  the  canoe,  and  stuck  their  paddles  in  the 
ground,  so  that  they  could  be  seen  from  the  river.  At 
a  little  distance  in  the  woods  they  had  some  blankets 
and  provisions  concealed.  They  offered  me  some  ;  but 
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I  could  not  eat.  They  could  see  my  father’s  house ; 
they  pointed  it  out,  looking  at  me,  and  speaking  and 
laughing,  but  I  have  never  known  what  they  said. 

After  they  had  eaten  and  made  a  short  halt,  they 
began  to  ascend  the  bank  of  the  Miami,  dragging  me 
along  as  before.  They  took  off  my  shoes,  as  they 
seemed  to  think  I  could  run  better  without  them. 
Although  I  perceived  I  was  closely  watched,  all  hope 
of  escape  did  not  immediately  forsake  me.  While  they 
hurried  me  along,  I  endeavoured  to  take  notice  of  such 
objects  as  might  serve  as  waymarks  in  case  of  need. 
A  hope  entered  my  mind  that  I  might  escape  after 
they  should  have  fallen  asleep  at  night.  I  had  even 
the  presence  of  mind,  when  we  came  to  any  long  grass, 
or  soft  ground,  to  try  to  leave  tracks,  in  case  pursuers 
passed  that  way. 

When  night  came  they  lay  down,  placing  me  between 
the  old  chief  and  Kish-kaw-ko,  so  close  together  that 
the  one  blanket  covered  all  three.  I  was  so  fatigued 
that  I  fell  asleep  immediately,  and  did  not  wake  till 
sunrise  next  morning,  when  the  Indians  were  up  and 
ready  to  proceed  on  their  journey. 

Thus  we  travelled  for  about  four  days ;  the  Indians 
hurrying  me  on,  and  I  continuing  to  hope  that  I  might 
escape,  but  still  every  night  so  fatigued  that  as  soon  as 
I  lay  down  I  was  immediately  overpowered  with  sleep. 
My  feet  being  bare,  they  were  often  bruised  and 
wounded,  and  at  length  were  much  swollen.  The  old 
man  perceiving  my  lameness,  examined  my  feet,  and 
after  removing  some  thorns  and  splinters,  and  putting 
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some  cool  leaves  round  at  night,  gave  me  in  the  morn¬ 
ing  a  pair  of  leather  moccasins,  which  afforded  consider¬ 
able  relief.  The  first  day  I  had  scarcely  been  able  to 
eat,  and  felt  very  weak  as  well  as  weary ;  but  I  had 
begun  to  take  some  of  the  dried  strip  venison,  which 
they  carried  with  them,  but  could  not  touch  the  bear’s 
fat,  which  they  relished. 

It  was,  I  think,  four  days  after  we  left  the  Ohio,  that 
we  came  to  a  considerable  river,  running,  as  I  suppose, 
into  the  Miami.  This  river  was  wide,  and  so  deep, 
that  I  could  not  wade  across  it ;  the  old  man  took  me 
on  his  shoulders  and  carried  me  over  ;  the  water  was 
nearly  up  to  his  arm-pits.  As  he  was  carrying  me 
across,  I  thought  I  should  never  be  able  to  cross  this 
deep  river  alone,  and  gave  up  all  hope  of  immediate 
escape. 

When  he  put  me  down  on  the  other  side  I  ran  up  the 
bank,  and  a  short  distance  into  the  wood,  when  a  turkey 
rose  and  flew  up  at  only  a  few  steps  before  me.  The 
nest  she  had  left  contained  a  number  of  eggs,  which  I 
put  into  the  bosom  of  my  shirt,  and  returned  with  them 
towards  the  river.  When  the  Indians  saw  what  I  had 
got,  they  laughed,  and  took  the  eggs  from  me.  Then 
kindling  a  fire  they  put  them  in  a  small  kettle  to  boil. 
I  was  then  hungry,  and  sat  watching  and  waiting  for  a 
portion  of  food  which  I  could  enjoy.  Suddenly  the  old 
chief  came  running  as  fast  as  he  could  from  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  ford  where  we  had  crossed  ;  he  caught  up 
the  kettle,  threw  the  eggs  and  the  water  on  the  fire,  at 
the  same  time  saying  something,  in  a  hurried  and  low 
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tone,  to  the  young  men.  I  inferred  that  he  was  afraid 
of  the  smoke  of  the  fire  being  seen  if  there  was  a  hue 
and  cry  after  me.  I  knew  my  people  would  not  soon 
give  up  the  pursuit,  and  have  since  understood  that  they 
did  not.  My  father  and  the  others  being  mounted  on 
horses,  they  would  have  probably  overtaken  the  Indians, 
although  they  ran  so  swiftly,  but  had  lost  the  tracks 
when  we  crossed  the  river. 

The  old  chief  may  possibly  have  espied  some  of  them 
on  the  opposite  side.  The  Indians  hastily  gathered  up 
the  eggs,  and  dispersed  themselves  in  the  woods,  two 
of  them  still  urging  me  forward  to  the  utmost  of  my 
strength. 

It  was  a  day  or  two  after  this  that  we  met  a  party 
of  between  twenty  and  thirty  Indians,  on  their  way 
towards  the  settlements.  The  old  chief  had  much  to 
say  to  them.  Subsequently  I  learned  that  they  were 
a  war  party  of  Shawnees  ;  that  from  our  party  they 
received  information  of  the  whites  who  were  in  pursuit 
of  us  about  the  fords  of  the  Miami  River ;  that  they 
went  thither;  and  that,  having  fallen  in  with  them, 
a  severe  skirmish  took  place,  in  which  many  were 
wounded,  and  some  killed  on  both  sides. 

Our  journey  through  the  forest  was  tedious  and  pain¬ 
ful.  It  might  have  been  ten  days  after  we  met  the  war 
party,  when  we  arrived  at  the  Maumee  River.  The 
Indians  now  scattered  about  the  woods  examining  the 
trees,  yelling  and  answering  each  other.  They  soon 
selected  a  hickory-tree,  which  was  cut  down,  and  the 
bark  stripped  off  to  make  a  canoe.  In  this  canoe  we 
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all  embarked,  and  descended  till  we  came  to  a  large 
Shawnee  village,  at  the  mouth  of  a  river,  which  enters 
the  Maumee. 

As  we  were  landing,  great  numbers  of  Shawnees 
came  about  us.  There  was  much  talking,  part  of  which 
was  no  doubt  about  me.  One  young  woman,  as  soon 
as  she  saw  me,  ran  up,  with  a  loud  cry,  and  struck  me 
on  the  head.  Some  of  her  friends  had  been  killed  by 
the  whites.  Others  of  the  Shawnees  looked  fiercely, 
as  if  disposed  to  kill  me,  but  Kis-kaw-ko  and  the  old 
man  interposed  and  prevented  them.  I  could  see  thai 
I  was  often  the  subject  of  conversation  and  arguing 
The  old  chief 'knew  a  few  words  of  English,  which  he 
occasionally  used,  to  direct  me  to  fetch  water,  make 
a  fire,  or  perform  other  tasks  which  he  required  of  me. 

We  remained  two  days  at  this  Shawnee  village,  and 
then  proceeded  on  our  journey  in  the  canoe.  Not  very 
far  from  the  village  we  came  to  a  trading-house,  where 
were  three  or  four  half-breed  men,  who  could  speak 
English.  They  spoke  to  me,  and  told  me,  after  a  good 
deal  of  talking,  that  they  wished  to  have  purchased  me 
from  the  Indians,  so  as  to  restore  me  to  my  friends,  for 
which  they  probably  expected  a  reward.  But  the  old 
man  would  not  consent  to  part  with  me,  so  the  traders 
told  me  I  must  be  content  to  go  with  the  Indians,  and 
to  become  the  old  man’s  son,  in  the  place  of  one  he  had 
lost ;  promising  at  the  same  time  that  after  ten  days 
they  would  come  to  his  village,  which  they  knew  and 
visited,  and  try  to  get  me  released.  They  treated  me 
kindly  while  they  stayed,  and  gave  me  plenty  to  eat, 
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which  the  Indians  had  neglected  to  do.  When  I  found 
that  I  was  compelled  to  leave  this  place  along  with  the 
Indians,  I  began  to  cry  for  the  first  time  since  I  had 
been  taken.  I  consoled  myself,  however,  with  their 
promise  that  they  would  after  ten  days  come  for  me. 

Soon  after  leaving  this  trading-house,  we  came  to  the 
lake.  We  did  not  stop  to  encamp  ;  but  soon  after  dark 
the  Indians  raised  a  yell,  which  was  answered  from 
where  there  were  some  lights  on  shore,  and  presently 
a  canoe  came  off,  in  which  three  of  our  party  left  us. 
I  have  little  recollection  of  anything  that  passed  from 
this  time  till  we  arrived  at  Detroit.  At  first  we  paddled 
up  in  the  middle  of  the  stream  till  we  came  opposite 
the  centre  of  the  town  ;  then  we  ran  in  near  the  shore, 
where  I  saw  a  white  woman,  with  whom  the  Indians 
held  a  little  conversation,  but  I  could  not  understand 
what  was  said.  I  also  saw  several  white  men  standing 
and  talking  on  shore,  and  heard  them  talk,  but  could 
not  understand  a  word.  It  is  likely  that  they  were 
speaking  French.  After  exchanging  a  few  words  with 
the  woman,  the  Indians  pushed  off,  and  ran  up  a  good 
distance  from  the  town. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  the  day  when  we  landed 
in  the  woods,  and  drew  up  the  canoe.  They  presently 
found  a  large  hollow  log,  open  at  one  end,  into  which 
they  put  their  blankets,  their  kettle,  and  some  other 
articles.  They  then  made  signs  for  me  to  crawl  into  it, 
after  which  they  rolled  some  other  logs  so  as  to  close  up 
and  conceal  the  end  at  which  I  had  entered.  I  heard 
them  talk  for  some  time  on  the  outside,  then  all  was 
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still,  and  remained  so  for  some  time.  If  I  had  not  long 
since  relinquished  all  hope  of  making  my  escape,  I  soon 
found  it  would  be  in  vain  to  attempt  to  release  myself 
from  my  present  confinement.  After  remaining  some 
hours  in  this  situation,  I  heard  them  return,  and  they 
began  to  remove  the  logs  with  which  they  had  confined 
me  in  the  hollowed  tree.  On  coming  out,  I  could  per¬ 
ceive,  although  it  was  very  late  in  the  night,  or  probably 
near  morning,  that  they  had  brought  three  horses.  On 
one  of  these  they  placed  me,  on  the  others  their  bag¬ 
gage  ;  and  sometimes  one,  sometimes  another  of  the 
Indians  riding,  we  travelled  rapidly,  and  in  about  three 
days  reached  Sau-ge-nong,  the  village  to  which  old 
Manito-o-gheezik  belonged.  This  village,  or  settlement, 
consisted  of  several  scattered  houses  or  huts.  Two  of 
the  Indians  left  us  soon  after  we  entered  it,  Kish-kaw-ko 
and  his  father  only  remaining.  Instead  of  proceeding 
directly  to  their  home,  they  left  their  horses,  and  bor¬ 
rowed  a  canoe,  in  which  we  at  last  arrived  at  the  old 
man’s  house.  This  was  a  hut  or  cabin  built  of  logs. 

As  soon  as  we  landed,  Manito’s  wife  came  down  to  us 
to  the  shore,  and  after  he  had  said  a  few  words  to  her, 
she  commenced  crying,  at  the  same  time  hugging  and 
kissing  me,  and  thus  she  led  me  to  the  house. 

Next  day  they  took  me  to  the  place  where  the  old 
woman’s  son  had  been  buried.  The  grave  was  enclosed 
with  a  rude  stockade,  and  on  each  side  of  it  was  a 
smooth  open  place.  Here  they  all  seated  themselves, — 
the  family  and  relations  of  Manito-o-gheezik  on  the  one 
side,  and  strangers  on  the  other.  They  had  not  long 
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been  thus  assembled,  when  my  party  began  to  dance, 
dragging  me  with  them  about  the  grave.  The  dance 
was  energetic  and  lively,  after  the  manner  of  the  scalp 
dance,  which  I  afterwards  saw.  From  time  to  time,  as 
they  danced,  they  presented  me  with  something  of  the 
articles  they  had  brought ;  but  as  I  came  round  in  the 
dancing  to  the  party  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  grave, 
whatever  they  had  given  was  snatched  from  me.  Thus 
they  continued  for  a  long  time,  until  the  presents  were 
exhausted,  and  they  themselves  wearied,  as  I  was,  when 
they  returned  home. 

It  must  have  been  early  in  the  spring  when  we 
arrived  at  Sau-ge-nong,  for  I  can  remember  that  at 
this  time  the  leaves  were  small,  and  the  Indians  were 
about  planting  their  corn.  They  managed  to  make  me 
assist  them  in  their  work,  partly  by  signs,  and  partly 
by  the  few  words  of  English  which  old  Manito-o-gheezik 
could  speak.  After  planting,  they  all  left  the  village 
and  went  out  to  hunt,  to  obtain  meat,  of  which  they 
cut  up  and  dried  the  largest  part.  When  they  came  to 
their  hunting-grounds,  they  chose  a  place  where  many 
deer  resorted,  and  here  they  began  to  build  a  long 
screen  like  a  fence,  made  of  green  boughs  and  small 
trees.  When  they  had  built  part  of  it,  they  showed  ms 
how  to  remove  the  leaves  and  twigs  from  the  side  of  the 
fence,  to  which  the  Indians  were  to  come  to  shoot  the 
deer.  In  this  labour  I  was  sometimes  assisted  by  the 
squaws  and  children,  but  at  other  times  I  was  left  alone. 
It  had  become  warmer  weather  now,  and  it  happened 
one  day  that  having  been  left  alone,  being  tired  and 


is 


GREY  HAWK. 


thirsty,  I  left  my  work,  and,  lying  down,  I  fell  asleep. 

I  cannot  tell  how  long  I  slept ;  but  when  I  began  to 
awake,  I  thought  I  heard  some  one  crying  a  great  way 
off.  Then  I  tried  to  raise  my  head,  but  could  not 
Being  now  more  awake,  I  saw  my  Indian  mother  and 
sister  standing  by  me,  and  they  were  crying  bitterly. 
I  soon  perceived  that  I  had  been  badly  hurt  in  my 
head,  which  was  swollen  and  gave  great  pain.  It 
appears  that  while  I  was  lying  asleep,  Manito  came, 
and  on  seeing  me,  in  his  passion,  gave  me  a  terrible 
blow  with  his  tomahawk,  by  which  I  was  stunned.  He 
thought  probably  that  I  was  dead,  for  he  took  me  up 
and  threw  me  into  the  bushes  ;  but  my  head  was  only 
cut,  and  the  force  of  the  blow  had  made  me  insensible. 
When  the  old  man  went  back  to  the  camp,  he  had  said 
to  his  wife,  “  Old  woman,  the  boy  I  brought  to  you  is 
lazy  and  good  for  nothing  ;  I  have  killed  him,  and  you 
will  find  him  in  the  bushes  near  the  fence.”  The  old 
woman  and  her  daughter  having  found  me,  discovered 
still  some  signs  of  life ;  and  having  brought  water  to 
wash  my  head,  they  had  stood  over  me  for  a  long  time, 
pitying  me  and  crying  in  their  grief.  After  a  time,  I 
was  able,  with  their  help,  to  get  back  to  the  huts,  and 
in  a  few  days  I  was  enough  recovered  to  be  again  set  to 
work  at  the  screen.  I  was  now  more  careful  not  to  fall 
asleep,  and  I  endeavoured  to  work  to  the  best  of  my 
knowledge  and  strength  in  whatever  they  gave  me 
directions  to  do.  Notwithstanding  my  efforts  to  please 
them,  I  was  treated  with  great  harshness  by  the  old 
man  and  by  two  sons,  younger  brothers  of  Kish-kaw-ko. 
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When  we  returned  from  hunting,  I  carried  on  my 
back  a  large  pack  of  the  dried  venison  all  the  way  to 
the  village ;  but  though  sometimes  almost  starved,  I 
dared  not  touch  a  morsel  of  it.  My  Indian  mother,  who 
really  had  some  compassion  for  me,  would  sometimes 
secretly  hide  some  food  for  me,  and  give  it  to  me  after 
the  old  man  had  gone  out.  Later  in  the  summer,  when¬ 
ever  the  weather  was  favourable,  the  young  men  were 
engaged  in  spearing  fish,  and  they  took  me  to  steer  the 
canoe.  As  I  did  not  know  hnw  to  do  this  well  at  the 
first,  they  would  often  turn  upon  me,  strike  me,  or 
knock  me  down  with  the  pole  of  the  spear.  By  one  or 
other  of  them  I  was  beaten  almost  every  day.  Whether 
they  were  vexed  at  their  mother  having  taken  the  fancy 
to  adopt  another  son,  and  so  have  another  mouth  to 
feed,  or  some  other  feeling  of  jealousy  or  dislike  caused 
it,  I  was  treated  very  badly.  Some  of  the  Indians,  not 
of  our  family,  would  sometimes  seem  to  pity  me,  and 
when  they  could,  without  being  observed  by  the  old 
chief,  they  would  give  me  food  and  take  notice  of  me 
as  the  women  did  when  we  were  at  home. 

In  the  fall  or  autumn,  after  the  corn  was  gathered  in, 
and  placed  in  the  caches  or  pits  where  they  hide  it  for 
the  winter,  they  went  to  hunt  on  the  Sau-ge-nong  River. 
Here,  as  had  always  been  when  I  went  out  with  them, 
I  was  often  distressed  with  hunger.  In  the  woods  I 
saw  them  picking  up  and  eating  some  nuts,  which  I 
found  very  good  to  one  so  hungry,  and  which  I  knew 
afterwards  to  be  beech-nuts. 

We  were  still  engaged  in  hunting  when  winter  came 
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on,  and  snow  began  to  fall.  I  was  compelled  to  follow 
the  hunters,  and  made  sometimes  to  drag  to  the  lodge 
a  whole  deer,  if  they  found  that  I  could  at  all  move  it. 
All  this  expedition  I  had  to  toil  beyond  my  strength, 
with  poorly  supplied  food,  and  cruelly  harsh  treatment. 
Towards  the  end  of  winter  we  removed  towards  the 
sugar  grounds,  to  be  ready  for  tapping  the  sweet  juice 
of  the  maple  when  it  begins  to  rise  in  the  trees. 
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Kish-kaw-ko  and  others  go  on  a  Raid  against  the  Whites-—  On 
their  Return  report  that  all  my  Family  were  Killed — I  lose  all 
hope  of  Escape — After  a  year  and  a  half  my  Captors  go  to 
attend  a  Council  held  at  Mackinac — They  Meet  there  a  Kins¬ 
woman. ,  Net-no-kwa,  Head  of  the  Ottawwaw  Tribes — She 
offers  to  purchase  me —  The  Bargain  Completed —  Treated  as  a 
Son  by  Net-no-kwa  and  her  Husband — Entrusted  with  a  Pistol 
and  Shoot  Pigeons — Taught  how  to  Trap  Martens — Camping 
in  the  Forest — Go  with  some  Muskego  Indiam  to  Lake 
Superior — Thence  to  the  Lake  of  the  Woods  and  Lake 
Winnipeg 
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AT  this  time,  Kish-kaw-ko,  along  with  four  other 
young  Indians,  resolved  to  go  on  a  war  expedition. 
The  old  man,  as  soon  as  the  sugar  was  finished,  and 
they  returned  to  their  village,  with  other  Indians,  also 
made  preparations  to  start.  Having  now  been  a  year 
among  them  I  could  understand  a  little  of  their 
language.  The  old  man,  when  he  was  about  to  start, 
said  to  me,  “Now  I  am  going  to  kill  your  father  and 
brother,  and  all  your  relations.”  All  the  time  they 
were  away  my  thoughts  were  troubled  and  anxious. 
The  first  to  return  was  Kish-kaw-ko.  He  was  ill,  from 
a  bad  wound.  He  said  he  had  been  with  his  party  to 
the  Ohio  River  ;  that  they  had,  after  watching  for  some 
time  concealed  on  the  bank,  fired  upon  a  small  boat 
going  down  the  stream,  and  had  killed  one  man,  the 
rest  jumping  into  the  river.  In  pursuing  them  Kish- 
kaw-ko  had  wounded  himself  in  the  thigh  with  his  own 
spear,  and  had  to  be  helped  by  his  companions  to  get 
back  to  their  home.  They  brought  with  them  the  scalp 
of  the  man  they  had  killed  in  the  boat. 

The  old  chief  returned  a  few  days  afterwards.  He 
brought  with  him  an  old  white  hat,  which  I  knew,  from 
a  mark  in  the  crown  inside,  to  be  that  of  my  brother. 
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He  said  he  had  killed  all  my  father’s  family,  and  the 
negroes,  and  the  horses,  and  had  brought  my  brother’s 
hat  that  I  might  see  he  spoke  the  truth.  I  now  believed 
that  my  friends  had  all  been  cut  off,  and  was  on  that 
account  the  less  anxious  to  return.  This,  I  think,  was 
the  purpose  of  the  old  man,  who  was  thereby  relieved 
from  the  fear  of  my  leaving  them,  for  I  had  now  be¬ 
come  more  useful  to  him  as  a  drudge  in  all  sorts  of 
work. 

But  only  a  small  part  of  his  story  was  true.  Long 
after,  when  I  had  left  my  life  among  the  Indians,  I  went 
to  see  Kish-kaw-ko,  who  was  in  prison  at  Detroit,  and  1 
asked  him,  “  Is  it  true  that  your  father  has  killed  all  my 
relations  ?  ”  He  told  me  it  was  not  true  ;  that  Manito- 
o-gheezik,  the  year  after  I  was  taken,  returned  to  the 
woods  near  our  house,  about  the  same  season  ;  that,  as 
on  the  preceding  year,  he  had  watched  my  father  and 
his  people  planting  corn,  from  morning  to  noon  ;  that 
then  they  all  went  into  the  house  except  my  brother 
(who  was  then  nineteen  years  of  age).  He  remained  in 
the  field  ploughing  with  a  span  of  horses,  having  the 
lines  about  his  neck,  when  the  Indians  rushed  upon  him. 
The  horses,  terrified,  started  to  run.  My  brother  was 
entangled  in  the  lines  and  thrown  down,  when  the 
Indians  seized  him.  The  horses  they  killed,  and  carried 
my  brother  away  into  the  woods.  They  crossed  the 
Ohio  before  night,  and  had  proceeded  a  good  distance 
in  their  way  up  the  Miami.  At  night  they  bound  my 
brother  to  a  tree,  securely  as  they  thought.  His  hands 
and  arms  were  tied  behind  him,  and  there  were  cords 
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round  his  neck  and  breast,  but  having  managed  to  bite 
through  some  of  the  cords,  he  got  a  knife  that  was  in 
his  pocket,  with  which  he  cut  himself  loose.  He  im¬ 
mediately  ran  towards  the  Ohio,  at  which  he  arrived, 
and  which  he  swam  across,  and  reached  my  father’s 
house  at  sunrise  in  the  morning.  The  Indians  were 
roused  by  the  noise  he  made  at  first  getting  away,  and 
pursued  him  into  the  woods,  but  in  the  darkness  of  the 
night  were  not  able  to  overtake  him.  His  hat  had  been 
left  in  the  camp,  and  this  they  brought  to  make  me 
believe  that  they  had  killed  him. 

All  this  I  learned  long  after.  In  the  belief  that  my 
father  and  his  people  were  dead,  I  remained  another 
year  with  the  Indians  under  Manito-o-gheezik,  gradually 
having  less  and  less  hope  ot  escape,  although  I  did  not 
forget  what  the  traders  on  the  Maumee  had  said  about 
coming  to  fetch  me.  I  wished  they  would  remember 
their  promise.  It  was  a  life  of  much  misery.  Often  the 
men  got  drunk  and  sought  to  kill  me.  At  such  times  I 
ran  and  hid  myself  in  the  woods,  and  dared  not  return 
till  the  drunken  bout  was  over.  They  got  the  rum  from 
other  Indians,  who  had  obtained  it  in  bartering  with  the 
traders.  During  these  two  years  the  suffering  at  times 
from  actual  hunger  was  terrible.  Though  strangers, 
not  of  the  family,  sometimes  gave  me  food,  I  had  never 
enough  to  eat.  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  old  woman — 
“  the  Otter  woman  ”  as  they  called  her,  the  Otter  being 
her  totem ,  or  mark — and  her  daughter  I  must  have 
perished  of  hunger.  Kish-kaw-ko,  the  eldest  son,  was 
only  a  slight  degree  less  savage  and  cruel  than  the  father 
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and  the  two  younger  brothers,  who  continually  mal¬ 
treated  me.  Only  once  while  I  was  at  Sau-ge-nong  did 
I  ever  see  white  men.  Then  a  small  boat  passed,  and 
the  Indians  took  me  out  to  it  in  a  canoe,  threatening  to 
kill  me  if  I  said  anything,  but  rightly  supposing  that 
my  wretched  appearance  might  excite  the  compassion 
of  the  traders  or  whatever  white  men  they  might  be  in 
the  boat.  They  threw  to  me  some  bread,  apples,  and 
other  things,  all  which,  except  one  apple,  the  Indians 
took  from  me. 

I  had  been  a  little  more  than  two  years  at  Sau-ge- 
nong  when  a  great  council  was  called  by  the  British 
agents  at  Mackinac.  This  council  was  attended  by  the 
Sioux,  the  Winnebagoes,  and  many  remote  tribes  of 
Indians,  as  well  as  by  the  Ojibbeways,  Ottawwaws,  and 
others  nearer  the  place  of  council.  Manito-o-gheezik 
went,  and  on  his  return  I  soon  learned  that  he  had  there 
met  his  kinswoman,  Net-no-kwa,  who,  notwithstanding 
her  sex,  was  regarded  as  the  principal  chief  of  all  the 
Ottawwaws.  This  woman  had  lost  her  son,  of  about 
my  age,  by  death  ;  and  having  heard  of  me  from  some 
of  our  people,  she  wished  to  purchase  me  to  supply  her 
son’s  place.  Whether  this  is  common,  or  whether  she 
was  struck  with  the  fancy  on  hearing  that  it  had  been 
done  by  “  the  Otter  woman,”  the  wife  of  Manito,  her 
kinsman,  I  do  not  know.  When  my  Indian  mother,  the 
Otter  woman,  heard  the  proposal  she  was  angry,  and 
vehemently  protested.  I  heard  her  say,  “  My  son  was 
dead  and  has  been  restored  to  me ;  I  cannot  lose  him 
again.”  She  really  had  come  to  regard  me  with 
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motherly  affection,  and  she  would  have  treated  me  with 
more  marked  kindness  had  she  not  known  that  this 
would  have  led  her  husband  and  the  sons  to  deal  more 
harshly  with  me,  if  not  to  kill  me.  But  all  her  re¬ 
monstrances  proved  unavailing  when  the  great  Net-no- 
kwa  arrived  at  our  village  with  some  of  her  people,  and 
bringing  a  large  keg  of  whisky,  tobacco,  blankets,  and 
other  valuable  articles.  She  was  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  the  dispositions  and  wants  of  those  with  whom  she 
had  come  to  negociate.  After  plenty  of  drinking  and 
smoking,  and  making  presents,  the  objections  to  my 
removal  were  overcome,  and  the  men  prevented  the 
Otter  woman  from  making  further  protest.  So  the 
bargain  was  completed,  while  more  drink  was  following, 
and  I  was  transferred  to  Net-no-kwa. 

This  woman,  although  more  advanced  in  years,  was 
of  a  more  pleasing  aspect  than  my  former  Indian 
mother.  She  took  me  by  the  hand,  after  she  had  com¬ 
pleted  the  negociations  with  my  last  possessors,  and  led 
me  to  her  own  lodge,  which  stood  near.  Here  I  was 
soon  aware  that  I  would  be  treated  with  more  indul¬ 
gence  than  I  had  been  during  the  two  years  of  servile 
drudgery  I  had  passed.  She  gave  me  plenty  of  food, 
good  clothes,  and  told  me  to  play  with  her  own  sons. 
We  did  not  remain  long  at  Sau-ge-nong.  She  would 
not  stop  at  Mackinac,  perhaps  fearing  that  questions 
might  be  asked  by  the  white  agents  there,  but  ran  along 
during  the  night  to  Point  St.  Ignace,  where  she  hired 
some  Indians  to  take  charge  of  me  ;  and  then  she  her¬ 
self  returned  to  Mackinac,  with  one  or  two  attendants, 
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as  she  had  some  business  still  to  transact  there.  This 
being  finished  she  came  back  to  Point  St.  Ignace,  and 
continuing  our  journey  we  arrived  in  a  few  days  at  a 
place  called  Shab-a-wy-wy-a-gun.  The  corn  was  ripe 
when  we  reached  this  place,  and  having  waited  till  it 
was  gathered  we  proceeded  three  days  up  the  river 
towards  where  they  intended  to  pass  the  winter.  We 
then  left  our  canoes,  and  travelling  over  land  camped 
three  times  before  we  came  to  the  place  where  we  set 
up  our  lodges  or  wigwams  for  the  winter. 

The  husband  of  Net-no-kwa  was  an  Ojibbewaj  of 
Red  River,  called  Taw-ga-we-ninne,  or  the  Hunter. 
He  was  many  years  younger  than  Net-no-kwa,  and  had 
dismissed  a  former  wife  on  being  married  to  her.  He 
was  kind  to  me  from  the  first,  and  treated  me  as  one  of 
the  family,  always  calling  me  his  son  when  speaking  to 
me.  Indeed,  he  was  himself  only  of  secondary  im¬ 
portance  in  the  family,  as  everything  belonged  to  Net- 
no-kwa,  and  she  had  the  direction  in  all  affairs  of  any 
moment.  She  imposed  on  me  my  tasks  after  arrival. 
She  made  me  cut  wood,  bring  home  game,  and  perform 
other  services  not  commonly  required  of  boys  of  my 
age ;  but  the  training  turned  out  to  be  useful  to  me,  and 
as  I  was  kindly  treated  and  had  plenty  of  food,  my 
position  was  greatly  better  and  I  was  far  more  con¬ 
tented  than  I  had  been  in  my  former  home.  I  some¬ 
times  was  struck  by  her,  as  were  her  own  sons,  if  they 
displeased  her,  but  I  never  was  so  severely  and  fre¬ 
quently  beaten  as  I  had  been  before. 

Early  in  the  spring  Net-no-kwa  and  her  husband, 
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with  their  family,  started  to  go  to  Mackinac.  They 
left  me,  as  they  had  done  before,  at  Point  St.  Ignace,  as 
they  would  not  run  the  risk  of  losing  me  by  suffering 
me  to  be  seen  at  Mackinac.  On  our  return,  after  we 
had  gone,  about  twenty-five  or  thirty  miles  from  Point 
St.  Ignace,  we  were  detained  by  contrary  winds  at  a 
place  running  out  into  the  lake.  Here  we  encamped 
with  some  other  Indians  and  a,  party  of  traders. 
Pgeons  were  very  numerous  in  the  woods,  and  the  boys 
of  my  age  and  the  traders  were  busy  shooting  them.  I 
had  never  killed  any  game,  and  indeed  had  never  in  my 
life  discharged  a  gun.  Taw-ga-we-ninne  had  a  large 
horseman’s  pistol,  and  being  emboldened  by  his  in¬ 
dulgent  manner  toward  me,  I  requested  permission  to 
go  and  try  to  kill  some  pigeons  with  the  pistol.  My 
request  was  seconded  by  Net-no-kwa,  who  said,  “  It  is 
time  for  our  son  to  begin  to  learn  to  be  a  hunter.”  Ac¬ 
cordingly  my  father,  as  I  called  Taw-ga-we-ninne, 
loaded  the  pistol  and  gave  it  to  me  saying,  “  Go,  my 
son,  and  if  you  kill  anything  with  this  you  shall  im¬ 
mediately  have  a  gun  and  learn  to  hunt.” 

Since  I  have  been  a  man  I  have  been  often  placed  in 
difficult  situations  ;  but  my  anxiety  for  success  was 
never  greater  than  in  this,  my  first  essay  as  a  hunter. 
I  had  not  gone  far  from  the  camp  before  I  met  with 
pigeons,  and  some  of  them  alighted  in  the  bushes  very 
near  me.  I  cocked  my  pistol,  and  raised  it  to  my  face, 
bringing  the  breech  almost  in  contact  with  my  nose. 
Having  brought  the  sight  to  bear  upon  the  pigeon,  I 
pulled  the  trigger,  and  was  in  the  next  instant  sensible 
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of  a  humming  noise,  like  that  of  a  stone  sent  swiftly 
through  the  air.  I  found  the  pistol  at  some  paces  behind 
me,  and  the  pigeon  under  the  tree  on  which  he  had  been 
sitting.  I  ran  home,  carrying  my  pigeon  in  triumph, 
but  my  face  was  much  bruised  and  covered  with  blood. 
The  wounded  face  was  soon  healed  ;  my  pistol  was  ex¬ 
changed  for  a  fowling-piece  ;  I  was  accoutred  with  a 
powder-horn,  and  furnished  with  shot,  and  allowed  to 
go  out  after  birds.  One  of  the  young  Indians  went  with 
me,  to  observe  my  manner  of  shooting.  I  killed  three 
more  pigeons  in  the  course  of  the  afternoon,  and  did 
not  discharge  my  gun  once  without  killing.  Henceforth 
I  began  to  be  treated  with  more  consideration,  and  was 
allowed  to  hunt  often,  that  I  might  become  expert. 

Great  part  of  the  summer  and  autumn  passed  before 
we  returned  to  our  own  village,  and  when  we  arrived  we 
found  the  Indians  suffering  from  a  severe  visitation  of 
the  measles.  Net-no-kwa  being  unwilling  to  expose 
herself  and  the  family,  passed  through  the  village,  and 
encamped  on  the  river  above.  But,  notwithstanding  her 
precaution,  we  sopn  began  to  fall  sick.  Of  ten  persons 
belonging  to  our  family,  including  two  young  wives  of 
Taw-ga-we-ninne,  only  Net-no-kwa  and  myself  escaped 
being  attacked.  Several  of  them  were  very  ill,  and  the 
old  woman  and  myself  found  it  as  much  as  we  could  do 
to  take  care  of  them.  In  the  village  many  died,  but  all 
of  our  family  recovered.  As  the  cold  weather  came  on, 
they  began  to  get  better,  and  then  we  went  to  our 
wintering  ground,  at  the  same  place  where  we  had 
spent  the  former  winter. 
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Here  I  was  set  to  make  marten  traps,  as  the  other 
hunters  did.  The  first  day  I  went  out  early,  and  spent 
the  whole  day,  returning  late  at  night,  having  made 
only  three  traps.  In  the  same  time  a  good  hunter 
would  have  made  twenty  or  twenty-five.  Next  morning 
I  visited  my  traps,  and  found  only  one  marten.  Thus  I 
continued  for  some  days,  but  my  want  of  skill  and  of 
success  exposed  me  to  the  ridicule  of  the  young  men. 
At  length  my  father  began  to  pity  me,  and  he  said  : 
“  My  son,  I  must  go  and  help  you  to  make  traps.”  So 
he  went  out  and  spent  a  day  in  making  a  large  number 
of  traps,  which  he  gave  me,  and  then  I  was  able  to  take 
as  many  martens  as  the  others.  As  I  became  more  and 
more  expert  in  hunting  and  trapping,  I  was  no  longer 
required  to  do  the  same  kind  of  work  as  the  women  did 
about  the  lodge. 

In  the  following  spring,  Net-no-kwa,  as  usual,  went  to 
Mackinac.  She  always  carried  a  flag  on  her  canoe,  and 
I  was  told  that  whenever  she  came  to  Mackinac,  she 
was  saluted  by  a  gun  from  the  fort.  I  was  now  thirteen 
years  of  age.  Before  we  left  the  village,  I  heard  Net- 
no-kwa  talk  of  going  to  Red  River,  to  the  relations  of 
her  husband.  Many  of  the  Ottawwaws,  when  they 
heard  of  this,  determined  to  go  with  her.  Among 
others  was  Wah-ka-zee,  a  chief  of  the  village  at  War- 
gun-uk-ke-zee,  or  as  the  French  called  the  place, 
L’Arbre  Croche,  after  a  crooked  pine-tree  long  standing 
there.  In  all  there  were  six  canoes.  Instead  of  leaving 
me,  as  on  former  occasions,  at  Point  St.  Ignace,  they 
landed  with  me  in  the  night,  among  the  cedars,  not  far 
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from  Mackinac ;  the  old  woman  then  taking  me  into 
the  town,  to  the  house  of  a  French  trader,  with  whom 
she  had  sufficient  influence  to  secure  my  concealment. 
Here  I  stayed,  not  being  allowed  to  go  out,  but  well 
treated  in  other  respects.  When  ready  to  resume  the 
journey  they  were  detained  by  head  winds,  at  a  point 
since  made  a  missionary  station.  Here  a  sad  event 
occurred.  The  Indians  having  been  drinking,  my 
father  was  wounded  by  a  young  man  and  died  of  the 
injury  then  received.  He  felt  he  was  dying,  and  made 
me  sit  down  with  the  other  children  and  talked  much 
with  us.  He  said,  “  My  children  I  must  leave  you.  I 
am  sorry  I  must  leave  you  so  poor.”  He  said  nothing 
about  the  young  Indian  who  had  struck  him  with 
the  stone,  as  others  would  have  done.  He  probably 
knew  he  had  given  provocation,  and  he  was  too  just  a 
man  to  seek  revenge,  or  to  involve  his  family  in  the 
troubles  which  such  a  course  would  have  brought  on 
them.  The  young  man  remained  with  us,  notwithstand¬ 
ing  that  Net-no-kwa  told  him  it  might  be  unsafe  for 
him  to  go  to  Red  River,  where  her  late  husband’s  rela¬ 
tions  were  numerous  and  powerful,  and  might  avenge 
his  death. 

When  we  came  to  the  Sault  St.  Marie,  we  put  all 
our  baggage  on  board  the  trader’s  vessel,  which  was 
about  to  sail  to  the  upper  end  of  Lake  Superior,  and 
went  on  ourselves  in  the  canoes.  The  winds  were  light, 
which  enabled  us  to  run  faster  than  the  vessel,  and  we 
arrived  several  days  before  it  at  the  Portage.  When 
she  came  at  last,  she  anchored  out  a  little  distance  from 
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the  shore.  After  about  eight  or  ten  days  we  commenced 
crossing  the  Grand  Portage.  My  father  lingered  till  we 
had  passed  two  of  the  carrying-places,  and  when  we 
arrived  at  the  third,  called  the  Moose  carrying-place,  he 
said  :  “  I  must  die  here ;  I  cannot  go  further.”  So 
Net-no-kwa  determined  to  stop  here,  and  the  remainder 
of  the  party  went  on.  After  they  started  there  remained 
only  the  old  woman  and  one  of  the  younger  wives,  the 
elder  son,  the  second,  and  myself,  the  youngest  of  the 
family. 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  summer,  for  the  small 
berries  were  ripe,  when  we  stopped  here,  on  the  borders 
of  Moose  Lake,  which  is  of  cool  and  clear  water  like 
Lake  Superior.  It  is  small  and  round,  and  a  canoe  can 
be  easily  seen  across  the  widest  part  of  it.  There  were 
only  two  of  the  party  able  to  do  much,  myself  being  so 
young  and  without  any  experience  as  a  hunter,  so  that 
we  began  to  have  fears  that,  being  thus  left,  we  might 
soon  be  in  want  of  food.  We  had  brought  with  us  one 
of  the  nets  used  about  Mackinac,  and  setting  this,  the 
first  night  we  caught  about  eighty  trout  and  other  fish. 
After  remaining  here  some  time,  we  found  beavers,  of 
which  we  killed  six  ;  also  some  otters  and  musk  rats. 
We  had  brought  with  us  some  corn,  so  that  with  the 
fish  we  caught,  and  the  game  we  killed,  we  lived  com¬ 
fortably.  But  at  the  approach  of  winter,  the  old  woman 
told  us  she  could  not  remain  longer,  as  the  winter  would 
be  long  and  cold,  and  no  people,  either  whites  or 
Indians,  near  us.  Ke-wa-tiu,  the  second  son,  had  been 
ailing  for  some  time,  and  became  so  weak  that  in  re- 
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turning  to  the  Portage,  we  were  compelled  to  move  very 
slowly.  When  we  arrived,  the  waters  were  beginning  to 
freeze.  He  lived  five  or  six  weeks,  and  died  before  the 
middle  of  winter.  The  old  woman  buried  him  by  the 
side  of  her  husband,  near  the  Grand  Portage,  and  hung 
up  one  of  her  flags  at  his  grave. 

We  now,  as  the  weather  became  severe,  began  to 
grow  poor,  Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  the  elder  brother,  and 
myself  being  unable  to  kill  as  much  game  as  we 
wanted.  He  was  about  seventeen  years  of  age,  and  I 
thirteen,  and  game  was  not  plentiful.  As  the  weather 
became  more  and  more  cold,  we  removed  from  the 
trading-house,  and  set  up  our  lodge  in  the  woods,  that 
we  might  get  wood  more  easily  Here  my  brother  and 
myself  had  to  exert  ourselves  to  the  utmost,  to  avoid 
starving.  We  used  to  hunt  two  or  three  days’  distance 
from  home,  and  often  returned  with  but  little  meat.  We 
had,  on  one  of  our  hunting  paths,  a  camp  built  of  cedar 
boughs,  in  which  we  had  kindled  fire  so  often  that  it 
became  very  dry,  and  at  last  caught  fire  while  we  were 
lying  in  it.  The  wood  was  so  dry  that  it  burnt  rapidly, 
but  fortunately  we  escaped  with  little  injury.  As  we 
were  returning,  and  still  at  a  great  distance  from  home, 
we  attempted  to  cross  a  river,  which  was  so  rapid,  as  it 
turned  out,  as  never  to  freeze  very  sound.  Although 
the  weather  was  so  cold  that  we  could  every  now  and 
then  hear  the  trees  crackling  with  the  frost,  we  broke 
through  the  ice  in  crossing.  Owing  to  our  hands 
being  benumbed,  it  was  very  difficult  to  extricate  our¬ 
selves  from  our  snow  shoes,  and  we  were  no  sooner  out 
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of  the  water  than  our  moccasins  and  leggings  were 
frozen  stiff.  My  brother  was  soon  disheartened,  and 
the  numbing  effect  ol  the  cold  made  him  say  he  was 
willing  to  die.  I  tried  to  encourage  him,  but  had  not 
much  more  energy  in  so  great  a  danger.  We  got  to  the 
shore,  but  we  were  unable  to  raise  a  fire,  and  we  thought 
we  must  perish  of  cold.  I  kept  moving,  however,  and 
helped  him  to  lie  down  in  a  place  where  there  was 
shelter.  I  found  some  dry  rotten  wood,  and  by  rubbing 
was  at  last  able  to  get  a  light  and  to  kindle  a  fire.  We 
got  our  clothes  and  moccasins  dried,  and  became  more 
comfortable,  though  very  hungry.  At  the  earliest  dawn 
we  left  our  camping  place,  and  proceeded  towards 
home.  At  no  great  distance  we  met  our  mother,  who 
had  felt  anxious,  and  brought  some  food  in  case  we  were 
in  want.  She  must  have  had  a  presentiment  of  the 
danger,  for  she  had  started  the  evening  before  and  had 
walked  all  night,  meeting  us  not  far  from  the  place 
where  the  accident  happened. 

We  remained  for  some  time  in  a  suffering  and  almost 
starving  condition,  when  a  Muskego  or  Swamp  Indian, 
called  the  Smoker,  came  to  the  trading-house,  and  learn¬ 
ing  that  we  were  badly  off,  invited  us  to  go  home  with 
him  to  his  country,  saying  he  would  hunt  for  us,  and 
bring  us  back  in  the  spring.  We  went  with  him  two 
long  days’  journey  to  the  west,  and  came  to  a  place 
called  Burnt  Wood  River,  where  his  lodge  was.  While 
we  remained  with  him  we  wanted  nothing.  Such  is  the 
custom  of  the  Indians,  when  not  at  war,  and  when 
remote  from  the  trading  whites;  but  the  Ottawwaws 
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and  other  tribes  near  the  settlements  have  lost  these 
hospitable  customs,  and  have  learned  to  be  like  most 
of  the  whites,  and  to  give  only  to  those  who  can  barter 
or  pay. 

We  had  been  for  a  short  time  at  the  Portage,  when 
another  man  of  the  same  tribe  of  Muskegoes  invited  us 
to  go  with  him  to  a  large  island  in  Lake  Superior, 
where,  he  said,  there  were  plenty  of  caribou  and  of 
sturgeon ;  and  where,  he  had  no  doubt,  he  could  provide 
all  that  would  be  necessary  for  our  support.  We  went 
with  him,  and  having  started  in  the  very  early  morning, 
we  reached  the  island  before  night,  although  a  light 
wind  ahead  retarded  the  speed  of  the  canoe.  In  the 
low  rocky  headlands  of  the  island  we  found  abundance 
of  gulls’  eggs.  We  took,  with  spears,  two  or  three 
sturgeons  soon  after  our  arrival,  so  that  our  want  of 
food  was  satisfied.  Next  day  Wa-ge-mah-wul,  a  relative 
of  Net-no-kwa,  went  to  hunt,  and  returned  in  the  even¬ 
ing  having  killed  two  caribou.  On  the  island  where 
we  were  there  was  a  lake  with  beaver,  otter,  and  other 
game,  so  that  there  was  no  lack  of  food. 

Here  we  met  with  relations  of  Wa-ge-mah-wul,  in 
eight  canoes,  and  with  them,  ten  canoes  altogether,  we 
started  to  return  to  the  Portage.  When  we  were  setting 
out,  and  had  got  about  two  hundred  yards  into  the  lake, 
the  chief,  in  a  loud  voice,  addressed  a  prayer  to  the 
Great  Spirit,  entreating  him  to  give  us  a  good  lake  to 
cross.  “  Thou  hast  made  this  lake,”  he  said,  “  and  thou 
hast  made  us  thy  children ;  cause  the  water  to  be 
smooth  that  we  may  pass  over  in  safety.”  He  then 
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threw  a  small  quantity  of  tobacco  into  the  water,  his 
example  being  followed  in  each  canoe.  He  then  began 
a  song  or  chant,  but  I  do  not  know  the  meaning.  I 
thought  probably  it  was  a  religious  song.  Although 
I  had  forgotten  my  mother  tongue,  and  had  few  ideas 
of  the  religious  teaching  of  the  whites,  I  felt  the  address 
and  conduct  of  the  chief  to  be  very  solemn  and  im¬ 
pressive.  On  that  great  lake  or  inland  sea,  in  frail  bark 
canoes,  they  could  not  but  feel  their  helplessness  and 
dependence.  I  have  often  since  remembered  that  scene, 
and  have  thought  that  the  feeling  of  these  untaught 
Indians  might  put  to  shame  many  who  have  had  greater 
advantages  of  knowledge  and  training. 

By  this  time  I  had  been  so  long  among  the  Indians, 
that  I  was  becoming  at  home  among  them,  and  learning 
their  ways.  Believing  the  story  that  had  been  brought 
as  to  the  death  of  my  father  and  all  my  relr  .ions,  and 
being  destitute  of  any  property,  I  thought  to  myself 
that  I  must  be  exposed  to  extreme  poverty,  even  if  I 
made  a  successful  attempt  to  escape  from  my  present 
way  of  life.  I  saw  among  the  Indians  that  those  who 
were  too  weak  or  too  young  to  find  food  for  themselves 
were  always  supplied  by  others.  I  had  no  other  choice 
at  the  time  but  to  remain  among  them,  although  always 
retaining  an  intention,  at  some  future  time,  to  return 
and  live  among  the  whites. 

We  were  now  again  at  the  Portage,  whence  we  had 
twice  removed  on  the  hospitable  invitation  of  the 
Muskegoes.  It  was  necessary  to  determine  what  to  do. 
When  our  mother  had  at  length  made  up  her  mind  to 
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continue  on  to  the  Red  River,  according  to  her  original 
plan  before  the  disasters  occurred  which  I  have  nar¬ 
rated,  she  heard  from  one  of  the  traders  that  her  son-in- 
law,  husband  of  one  of  her  daughters,  had  been  killed. 
He  was  among  the  party  who  proceeded  from  Moose 
Lake,  at  the  time  we  had  to  stop  there  with  Ke-wa-tiu, 
who  fell  ill  after  the  death  and  burial  of  his  father.  The 
traders  brought  the  widow  as  far  as  Rainy  Lake,  whence 
she  had  sent  word  to  her  mother  to  come  and  join  her. 
This  was  an  additional  inducement  to  move  on  toward 
Red  River,  and  we  determined  to  proceed  without 
delay. 

Our  canoe  had  been  lent  to  the  traders,  and  was  sent 
on  the  route  toward  Red  River  to  bring  packs,  as  they 
were  about  to  despatch  more  canoes.  Net-no-kwa  re¬ 
quested  that  they  would  distribute  us,  one  or  two  to 
each  canoe,  so  that  we  might  go  on  till  we  should  meet 
our  own  canoe.  After  a  few  days  we  met  the  French 
traders  with  our  canoe,  which  at  first  they  were  disposed 
not  to  give  up,  but  Net-no-kwa  demanded  it  with  such 
authority  that  they  gave  way.  I  have  never  met  with 
any  Indian,  either  man  or  woman,  who  had  greater 
influence  than  Net-no-kwa.  She  always  had  her  way, 
and  could  accomplish  what  she  desired,  either  with  the 
traders  or  the  Indians.  Probably  it  was  because  of  the 
high  character  she  bore,  never  attempting  to  do  any¬ 
thing  or  demand  anything  that  was  not  right  and  just. 

At  Rainy  Lake  we  found  the  widow,  the  old  woman’s 
daughter,  in  the  care  of  some  Indians,  but  very  poor. 
Net-no-kwa  conferred  long  with  her;  talking  of  our 
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past  losses  and  troubles ;  of  the  death  of  her  husband 
and  son,  and  now  of  her  son-in-law ;  and  how  all  this 
bore  upon  our  situation.  She  knew,  she  said,  that  her 
two  sons  who  remained  were  young,  but  they  were  now 
becoming  able  to  do  something ;  and  that  since  she  had 
come  so  far,  for  the  purpose  of  hunting  beavers  at  Red 
River,  she  was  not  willing  to  turn  back.  My  brother 
and  myself,  although  deeply  interested  in  these  con¬ 
sultations,  were  not  allowed  or  expected  to  have  any 
voice  in  the  matter. 

It  being  determined  that  we  should  go  to  Red  River, 
we  continued  on  to  the  Lake  of  the  Woods  ;  called  by 
others  the  Lake  of  the  Sand  Hills,  a  more  suitable 
name,  for  there  is  very  little  wood  about  it.  Here  we 
were  in  some  danger  from  the  high  wind,  so  that  with 
difficulty  we  could  prevent  the  canoe  being  swamped 
by  the  water  dashed  into  it,  and  which  I  helped  to  bale 
out  with  a  large  kettle.  » 

In  the  fall  of  the  year  we  arrived  at  the  Lake  of 
Dirty  Water,  as  the  Indians  call  it,  Lake  Winnipeg  of 
the  whites.  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  here  Net-no-kwa, 
apparently  overwhelmed  with  grief  and  anxiety,  and 
brooding  over  her  losses,  began  to  drink,  which  was 
unusual  with  her,  and  became  quite  helpless.  We  lifted 
her  into  the  canoe,  determined  to  cross  to  the  other  side 
of  the  lake.  The  traders  tried  to  dissuade  us,  as  the 
wind  was  rising,  but  we  would  not  listen,  and  pushed  off, 
also  raising  our  sail  Before  long  the  wind  blew  and 
the  waves  rose,  and  we  were  in  real  peril.  The  old 
woman  was  roused  by  the  tumult,  and  becoming  aware 
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of  the  situation,  she  applied  herself  with  wonderful 
energy  to  the  use  of  her  paddle,  encouraging  the  others, 
and  directing  my  brother  how  to  steer.  We  noticed 
that  she  at  times  addressed  cries  and  prayers  to  the 
Great  Spirit,  whether  from  fear  only,  or  from  any  sense 
of  her  fault,  I  cannot  tell.  After  much  exertion  we  got 
to  shore  at  a  rocky  place,  in  utter  darkness,  a  place 
where  in  daylight  it  seemed  marvellous  how  we  got 
safely  to  land. 

We  remained  here  encamped  most  of  the  next  day, 
which  was  calm  and  fair,  drying  our  baggage,  and 
towards  evening  embarked  again,  and  ran  for  the 
mouth  of  Red  River.  We  did  not  enter  the  mouth  of 
the  river  till  late  at  night,  and  perceiving  a  lodge 
we  landed,  and  laid  ourselves  down  without  kindling 
a  fire,  or  making  any  noise  to  disturb  the  people,  as  we 
did  not  know  who  they  were.  In  the  morning  they 
came  and  waked  us,  and  we  found  them  to  be  the 
family  of  one  of  the  brothers  of  Taw-ga-we-ninne,  Net- 
no-kwa’s  late  husband,  and  the  very  people  we  had  come 
to  seek. 


CHAPTER  III. 


Among  Ojibbeway  and  Ottawwaw  Tribes  at  Red  River — Go  up  the 
Assineboin  River  to  Hunting  Ground— First  Sight  and  Chase 
of  Buffaloes — Beaver  Trapping — I  Kill  my  First  Bear — Net- 
no-kwds  Dream — At  a  Trading- house — With  Pe-shaw-ba,  an 
Ottawwaw  Chief— Kill  my  First  Sturgeon — Perils  and  Ad¬ 
ventures  in  a  Canoe  Voyage — A  Wild  Goose  Chase — Kill  my 
First  Buffalo — Beaver  Shooting  on  the  Ice — Narrow  Escape 
from  Drowning — Leavmg  Traps  and  Peltries  m  Cache  at 
Rainy  Lake. 
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AFTER  a  few  days,  we  started  to  go  up  the  Red  River, 
and  in  two  days  came  to  the  mouth  of  the  Assineboin, 
where  we  found  great  nuinoers  of  the  Ojibbeways  and 
Ottawwaws  encamped.  As  soon  as  we  arrived,  the 
chiefs  met,  to  take  our  case  into  consideration,  and  to 
agree  on  some  method  of  providing  for  us.  “  These 
our  relations,”  said  one  of  the  chiefs,  “have  come  to  us 
from  a  distant  country.  These  two  boys  are  not  able 
to  provide  for  them,  and  we  must  not  suffer  them  to  be 
in  want  among  us.”  Then  one  man  offered  to  hunt  for 
us  ;  and  they  agreed,  also,  since  we  had  started  to  come 
for  the  purpose  of  hunting  beaver,  and  as  our  hunters 
had  died  on  the  journey,  that  each  should  give  us  some 
part  of  what  they  should  kill. 

We  then  all  started  together  to  go  up  the  Assineboin 
River,  and  the  first  night  we  camped  in  the  midst  of  a 
place  where  were  buffaloes.  In  the  morning  I  was 
allowed  to  go  outAvith  some  of  the  hunters.  We  killed 
one  of  four  buffaloes  which  we  saw.  We  continued  to 
ascend  the  river  for  about  ten  days,  killing  many  bears 
as  we  travelled  along.  The  fat  of  the  bear  is  preserved 
for  use.  The  Assineboin  River  is  broad,  shallow,  and 
tortuous ;  and  the  water  turbid,  like  that  of  the  Red 
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River.  But  the  bottom  is  more  sandy  than  that  of  Red 
River,  which  is  mostly  mud  at  bottom. 

The  place  to  which  we  went  on  the  Assineboin  is 
about  seventy  miles  distant  from  the  mouth  by  land, 
but  much  more  by  water  from  the  great  crookedness  of 
the  stream.  The  banks  on  both  sides  are  covered  with 
poplar  and  white  oak  and  other  trees,  which  grow  to  a 
considerable  size.  The  prairies,  however,  are  not  far 
distant,  and  sometimes  reach  down  to  the  immediate 
neighbourhood  of  the  river.  It  is  a  country  where  there 
could  be  rich  and  fertile  settlements. 

We  stopped  at  a  place  called  Prairie  or  Meadow 
Portage,  where  the  Indians  directed  a  trader  who  was 
with  them,  to  build  his  house,  and  remain  during  the 
winter.  This  they  did  in  order  that  they  might  know 
where  to  bring  their  skins  or  other  products  of  hunting 
for  barter  or  for  sale.  We  left  here  all  our  canoes,  and 
went  up  into  the  country  to  hunt  for  beaver,  among  the 
small  streams.  The  Indians  gave  to  my  brother  and 
myself  a  little  creek,  with  plenty  of  beaver,  and  on 
which  they  said  that  no  one  else  would  be  allowed  to 
hunt.  My  mother  gave  me  three  traps,  and  instructed 
me  how  to  set  them,  by  the  aid  of  a  string  tied  round 
the  spring,  as  I  was  not  yet  able  to  set  them  with  my 
hands  as  the  Indians  did.  I  set  my  traps  overnight,  as 
I  had  been  instructed,  and  in  the  morning  I  found 
beavers  in  two  of  them.  Being  unable  to  take  them 
out  of  the  traps  myself,  I  carried  home  the  beavers  and 
traps,  one  at  a  time,  upon  my  back,  that  the  old  woman 
might  assist  me  She  was  highly  gratified  and  de- 
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lighted  at  my  success.  In  truth  she  had  always  been 
kind  and  considerate,  often  taking  my  part  when  the 
Indians  would  attempt  to  ridicule  or  annoy  me. 

We  remained  in  this  place  about  three  months,  in 
which  time  we  were  as  well  provided  for  as  any  of  the 
band  ;  for  if  our  own  game  was  not  sufficient,  we  were 
sure  to  be  supplied  by  some  of  our  friends,  as  long  as 
anything  could  be  killed.  The  people  that  remained 
to  spend  the  winter  with  us  were  two  lodges,  our  own 
making  a  third  ;  but  we  were  afterwards  joined  by  four 
lodges  of  Cree  Indians.  These  people  are  related  to 
the  Ojibbeways  and  Ottawwaws,  but  their  language  is 
somewhat  different,  so  much  so  as  not  to  be  readily 
understood.  Their  country  borders  on  that  of  the 
Assineboins,  or  stone-roasters,  so  called  from  their 
custom  of  cooking  their  food  by  help  of  heated  stones. 
One  tribe  of  the  Ojibbeways  is,  in  the  same  style,  called 
spit-roasters,  from  their  being  chiefly  in  the  habit  of 
roasting  their  meat  on  wooden  spits.  The  Crees  are 
not  relations  to  the  Assineboins,  to  whose  country 
they  are  nearest ;  but  although  not  natural  allies,  they 
are  for  the  most  part  friendly  and  at  peace  with  them, 
and  are  more  or  less  intermixed  by  marriage  and  busi¬ 
ness  relations. 

After  we  had  been  about  three  months  in  this  place, 
game  began  to  be  scarce,  and  we  all  suffered  at  times 
from  hunger.  The  chief  man  of  our  band,  who  was 
called  As-si-ne-boi-nainse,  or  the  little  Assineboin, 
proposed  that  we  should  move,  as  the  country  seemed 
exhausted  of  game.  Our  necessities  by  this  time  had 
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become  extreme.  The  evening  before  our  intended 
removal,  my  mother  was  in  low  spirits,  and  had  been 
talking  much  of  her  losses  and  misfortunes,  and  of  the 
distress  we  were  now  suffering.  In  the  night  I  was 
awakened  by  the  loud  speaking  and  singing  of  the  old 
woman,  and  on  listening  I  heard  that  she  now  and  then 
addressed  the  Great  Spirit  with  much  earnestness.  In 
the  morning  very  early  she  told  us  all  to  get  up,  and 
put  on  our  moccasins,  so  as  to  be  ready  to  start.  She 
then  called  my  brother,  Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  to  her,  and 
in  a  rather  low  voice  said  to  him  :  “  My  son,  I  dreamed 
a  dream  last  night,  after  I  had  been  praying  to  the 
Great  Spirit.  A  man  appeared  to  me,  and  said  :  ‘Net- 
no-kwa,  to-morrow  you  shall  eat  bear  flesh.’  I  dreamed 
it  was  in  a  place  like  an  open  meadow,  not  far  from  the 
path  we  are  to  travel  to-day.  If  you  go,  and  search 
for  that  place,  you  will  certainly  find  a  bear.” 

Now,  my  brother  was  not  very  dutiful,  nor  did  he 
regard  what  our  mother  said,  although  she  was  a  great 
believer  in  dreams.  Going  out  of  the  lodge,  he  laughed 
at  her,  and  said  to  some  other  Indians:  “The  old 
woman  says  we  are  to  eat  bear  to-day  ;  but  I  do  not 
know  who  is  to  kill  it.”  The  old  woman  heard  him, 
called  him  back,  and  reproved  him  ;  but  she  could  not 
prevail  on  him  to  go  alone  to  seek  the  bear.  The 
Indians  now  had  all  moved  on  towards  the  place  where 
they  were  to  encamp  that  night.  The  men  went  first 
by  themselves,  each  carrying  some  portion  of  the  bag¬ 
gage,  and  when  they  reached  the  place,  they  threw 
down  their  loads,  and  went  to  look  for  game.  Some 
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of  the  younger  ones,  and  I  among  them,  remained  with 
this  baggage  until  the  women  should  come  up.  While 
waiting  here,  I  had  my  gun  with  me,  and  I  began  to 
reflect  on  what  my  mother  had  said  about  her  dream. 
I  had  heard  what  she  said  to  my  brother.  At  length  I 
resolved  to  go  in  search  of  the  place  she  had  described, 
and  without  mentioning  my  purpose  to  any  one,  I 
loaded  my  gun  and  went  back  on  our  track.  I  soon 
met  one  of  the  women,  wife  of  one  of  my  mother’s 
brothers.  She  had  lately  been  very  unfriendly,  think¬ 
ing  we  were  a  burden  upon  her  husband,  who  had  to 
help  to  support  us.  She  asked  me  what  I  was  doing  on 
the  path,  and  whether  I  expected  to  kill  Indians,  as 
I  carried  a  gun.  I  made  no  answer,  and  going  on  I 
watched  everywhere  for  any  opening  in  the  track  that 
might  lead  to  the  meadow.  I  saw  at  a  break  in  the 
bushes  a  round,  flat,  hollowed  place,  that  looked  as  if  it 
might  have  been  formerly  a  pond,  though  now  partly 
covered  with  underwood.  I  went  towards  it,  when 
suddenly  I  fell  up  to  my  middle  in  the  snow.  I  extri¬ 
cated  myself  with  some  difficulty,  and  walked  on.  Re¬ 
membering  then  that  I  had  heard  Indians  speak  of 
sometimes  killing  bears  in  their  holes,  it  occurred  to 
me  that  possibly  it  was  a  bear’s  hole  into  which  I  had 
fallen.  So  returning,  and  looking  down,  I  saw  the  head 
of  a  bear  lying  close  to  the  bottom  of  the  hole.  He 
was  perfectly  still,  in  his  winter  sleep  ;  so  I  placed  the 
muzzle  of  my  gun  nearly  between  his  eyes,  and  fired. 
As  soon  as  the  smoke  cleared  away  I  took  a  piece  of 
stick  and  thrust  it  into  the  wound,  and  being  quite 
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satisfied  that  the  bear  was  dead,  I  laid  hold  of  him  to 
try  to  pull  him  out  of  the  hole.  But  being  unable  to 
do  this,  I  returned  home,  following  the  track  I  had 
made  in  coming  out. 

As  I  came  near  the  camp  I  met  the  same  woman 
whom  I  had  seen  in  going  out,  and  she  immediately 
began  to  ridicule  me.  “  Have  you  killed  a  bear,  that 
you  come  back  so  soon,  and  walk  so  fast  ?  ”  I  thought 
to  myself :  “  How  does  she  know  that  I  have  been  after 
a  bear  ?  ”  Then  I  thought  that  perhaps  my  mother,  on 
missing  me  on  her  arriving  at  the  camp,  might  have 
said  something  about  her  dream.  But  I  passed  on 
without  replying,  and  went  into  my  mother’s  lodge. 
She  said  at  once :  “  My  son,  look  into  that  kettle,  and 
you  will  find  a  mouthful  of  beaver  meat,  which  a  man 
gave  me  since  you  left  in  the  morning.  You  must 
leave  half  of  it  for  Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  who  has  not 
returned  from  hunting,  and  has  eaten  nothing  to-day.” 
I  accordingly  ate  part  of  the  beaver  meat,  for  I  was 
very  hungry,  and  when  I  had  finished,  observing  an 
opportunity  when  she  stood  by  herself,  I  whispered  in 
her  ear  :  “  My  mother,  I  have  killed  a  bear.”  “  What 
do  you  say,  my  son  ?  ”  “  I  have  killed  a  bear.”  “  Are 

you  sure  you  have  killed  him  ?  ”  “  Yes.”  She  watched 

my  countenance  for  a  moment,  and  then  caught  me  in 
her  arms,  and  for  some  time  kissed  and  hugged  me 
with  great  earnestness.  I  then  told  her  what  my  aunt 
had  said  to  me,  both  going  and  returning,  and  this 
being  told  to  her  husband  when  he  came  in,  he  not  only 
reproved  her,  but  gave  her  a  severe  beating.  Some 
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men  were  sent  back  with  me  to  fetch  the  bear.  Being 
the  first  I  had  killed,  there  was  much  congratulation, 
and  it  was  cooked  all  at  once,  and  the  hunters  of  the 
whole  band  invited  to  feast  with  us,  according  to  the 
custom  of  the  Indians. 

I  do  not  pretend  to  explain  my  mother’s  dream  ;  but 
from  her  belief  in  it,  in  connection  with  her  prayers, 
and  from  many  things  I  have  observed  among  the 
Indians,  which  some  may  ridicule  as  superstitions,  I  am 
sure  that  most  of  them  have  ideas  of  the  supernatural, 
and  possess  certain  religious  feelings  or  instincts  in  their 
nature,  without  which  to  work  upon  it  would  be  little 
use  for  the  white  missionaries  and  teachers  to  attempt 
to  give  them  better  religious  instruction. 

On  the  following  day  one  of  the  Crees  killed  another 
bear  and  a  moose,  and  a  large  portion  was  sent  to  my 
mother’s  lodge.  For  some  time  we  had  plenty  of  food. 
Soon  after  the  Crees  left  us  to  go  to  their  own  country. 
They  were  friendly  and  hospitable  people,  and  we  were 
sorry  to  part  with  them.  We  went  a  few  days  later  to 
the  place  where  we  had  left  the  trader,  and  arrived 
there  on  the  last  day  of  December,  as  I  remember  that 
the  following  was  New  Year’s  day. 

We  remained  for  some  time  by  ourselves  at  a  little 
distance  from  the  trading-house  ;  at  length,  one  day  the 
trader  sent  a  messenger  to  come  to  his  lodge.  We 
found  there  Pe-shaw-ba,  a  celebrated  war-chief  of  the 
Ottawwaws,  who  had  come  some  years  before  from 
Lake  Huron.  He  had  heard,  it  appeared,  in  his  own 
country  of  an  old  Ottawwaw  woman,  who,  with  a  family 
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of  two  women,  two  boys,  and  three  little  children, 
having  lost  their  men  by  death,  were  on  the  Assineboin, 
and  suffering  from  poverty.  He  had  come,  with  three 
companions,  whose  names  I  remember  were  Waus-so, 
the  lightning ;  Sag-git-to,  he  that  terrifies  all ;  and  Sa- 
ning-wul,  he  that  stretches  his  wings.  All  the  Indians 
are  known  by  distinctive  names  of  this  sort.  The 
oldest  of  these  three,  Waus-so,  himself  a  famous  warrior, 
had  fallen  sick,  and  had  been  left  at  some  distance 
behind.  Pe-shaw-ba  had  traced  us  from  place  to  place, 
by  the  reports  of  the  Indians,  and  at  last  found  us  at 
Prairie  Portage.  He  was  a  large,  handsome  man, 
although  now  aged.  When  we  entered  he  immediately 
recognised  Net-no-kwa  as  a  relative,  whom  he  had 
known  long  ago.  Looking  then  at  us,  he  said  :  “  Who 
are  these  ?  ”  She  answered :  “  These  are  my  sons.” 
He  looked  closely  and  intently  at  me,  and  motioned  me 
to  come  nearer.  My  mother  anticipated  any  questions 
by  telling  who  I  was.  He  inquired  particularly  as  to 
the  time  and  circumstances  of  my  capture,  which  had 
happened  after  he  left  Lake  Huron.  The  only  remark 
he  made  to  me  was  that  if  Ke-wa-tiu  had  lived  he 
>vould  now  be  about  my  age. 

In  two  or  three  days  we  started  together  for  the 
country  of  Pe-shaw-ba,  which  was  far  off. 

The  snow  was  deep,  and  our  route  being,  for  the 
most  part,  across  open  prairies,  we  were  not  able  to 
travel  when  the  wind  was  very  high,  as  it  sometimes 
was.  When  we  commenced  our  journey,  we  had  very 
small  stock  of  provision,  but  soon  found  plenty  of 
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buffalo,  which  was  fat  and  in  good  condition.  Al¬ 
though  the  snow  was  deep,  the  buffalo  could  still  feed, 
pushing  aside  the  snow  with  their  heads,  and  reaching 
the  pasture  beneath.  We  had  thrown  awdy  our  mats 
made  of  flags,  or  ruk-kwi,  as  we  called  the  reed  of  which 
they  were  woven,  the  long  journey  requiring  us  to  carry 
as  few  things  as  possible.  The  buffalo  hides  now 
came  to  be  very  serviceable,  for  we  spread  them  over 
our  lodges,  and  becoming  hard  and  frozen  they  formed 
strong  shelter  from  the  snow  and  wind.  In  calm 
weather  we  commonly  encamped  with  no  other  covering 
than  our  blankets,  one  of  which  every  Indian  always 
carries.  Throughout  the  journey,  Pe-shaw-ba  and  Sa- 
ning-wul  each  carried  one  of  our  sister’s  little  children 
on  their  backs.  Thus  we  travelled  on  diligently,  as  the 
weather  would  permit,  for  about  two  months  and  more. 
In  the  middle  of  our  journey  we  passed  the  trading- 
house  and  fort  at  Mouse  River.  Our  general  direction 
was  a  little  north  of  west,  and  we  came  at  length  to  a 
log  hut  near  the  bank  of  Clear  Water  Lake,  where 
Pe-shaw-ba  and  his  three  companions  had  lived  for 
some  time  after  leaving  Lake  Huron.  They  had  lived 
there  alone,  the  chief  having  left  his  wife  at  his  own 
home,  as  had  the  other  men,  if  they  were  married.  On 
our  reaching  the  log-hut  the  chief  opened  his  bundle, 
and  took  out  numbers  of  beaver  and  other  skins,  dried 
food,  and  various  articles,  all  of  which  he  delivered  to 
our  women,  saying :  “We  have  long  been  our  own 
squaws,  but  we  must  be  so  no  longer.  It  is  your 
business  to  dress  the  skins,  dry  our  meat,  make  our 
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moccasins,  and  leave  us  to  hunt.”  The  old  woman  took 
charge  of  Pe-shaw-ba’s  property,  calling  him  her  son, 
and  treating  him  as  such.  The  daughter  and  daughter- 
in-law  took  charge  of  the  other  men.  In  hunting  I  was 
the  companion  of  Pe-shaw-ba,  who  was  kind  to  me,  and 
took  pleasure  in  trying  to  teach  me  to  be  a  great 
hunter.  It  must  have  been  late  in  winter  when  we  got 
to  Clear  Water  Lake ;  but  the  weather  was  still  so  cold 
that  water  carried  out  of  the  lodge  froze  immediately. 
When  going  out  to  hunt  we  started  before  sunrise,  and 
did  not  return  till  after  it  was  dark.  At  noon  the  sun 
scarcely  rose  to  the  height  of  the  tops  of  the  trees, 
though  these  were  not  high  in  that  place.  The  country 
was  chiefly  prairie,  with  occasional  clumps  of  low  cedar 
and  pine-trees. 

Our  camp  at  Clear  Water  Lake  was  not  very  far 
from  the  country  of  the  Mandans,  on  the  Missouri. 
From  Mouse  River  a  man  may  walk  to  the  Mandan 
villages  in  four  days.  Just  before  the  leaves  began  to 
appear  in  spring  we  started  with  all  our  peltries  or 
stock  of  skins,  and  large  quantities  of  dried  meat  and 
dried  beaver  tails,  to  come  down  to  the  trading-house 
on  Mouse  River.  In  that  country  there  is  no  birch  or 
cedar  fit  for  making  canoes,  so  that  we  were  compelled 
to  make  one  for  our  journey  of  green  or  new  moose 
skins,  which  being  sewed  with  great  care  and  stretched 
over  a  proper  frame,  then  allowed  to  dry,  make  a  strong 
and  good  canoe ;  but  in  warm  weather  it  will  not  last 
long.  In  a  canoe  of  this  kind,  which  would  carry 
perhaps  about  five  tons,  half  as  much  as  a  common 
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Mackinac  boat,  we  all  embarked,  taking  whatever 
belonged  to  us;  the  intention  of  Net-no-kwa  and  Pe- 
shaw-ba  being  to  return  to  Lake  Huron. 

We  descended  the  Little  Saskatchewan  for  several 
days.  On  this  river  we  found  a  village  of  Assineboins, 
with  whom  we  stopped  a  short  time.  None  of  us  could 
understand  them  except  Waus-so,  who  had  somewhere 
learned  to  speak  their  language.  When  we  came  from 
the  Little  Saskatchewan  into  the  Assineboin  River, 
we  came  to  the  rapids,  where  was  a  village  of  about  a 
hundred  and  fifty  lodges  of  Assineboins,  with  some 
Crees.  We  had  begun  to  feel  the  want  of  provisions, 
and  therefore  stopped  here  to  kill  sturgeons,  which  were 
abundant  at  this  place.  In  two  days  from  these  rapids 
we  came  to  Monk  River,  where  both  the  North  West 
and  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company  have  trading-houses. 

Here  Pe-shaw-ba  and  his  friends  began  to  drink,  and 
in  a  short  time  expended  all  the  peltries  they  had  made 
in  their  long  and  successful  hunting.  In  one  day  a 
hundred  beaver  skins  were  bartered  for  liquor.  It  is  a 
shameful  thing  that  such  barter  was  allowed.  The 
price  was  then  six  beaver  skins  for  one  quart  of  rum, 
but  the  traders  mixed  much  water  with  it,  and  more 
liquor  was  called  for.  After  the  time  of  drunkenness 
was  over  we  began  to  make  birch  canoes,  still  intending 
to  continue  on  our  journey.  But  at  this  time  the 
Assineboins  and  Crees  and  other  Indians  of  that  part 
of  the  country,  with  whom  the  Mandans  had  made 
peace,  were  invited  by  the  Mandans  to  come  to  their 
country  and  join  in  a  war  against  a  people  called  by 
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the  whites  Minnetarees,  and  by  the  Ojibbeways  called 
A-gutch-a-ninne,  or  the  settled  people.  They  lived  in 
settlements  about  two  days  distant  from  the  Mandans. 
Waus-so,  hearing  of  this,  resolved  to  join  the  war  party 
then  assembling  at  Mouse  River.  Pe-shaw-ba  and 
Net-no-kwa  endeavoured  to  dissuade  him,  but  the  old 
warrior  was  the  more  determined  to  go.  Pe-shaw-ba 
began  to  feel  the  excitement,  and  at  length  all  the  men 
went,  even  down  to  my  brother,  leaving  me  only  with 
the  three  women  and  three  children.  They  left  the 
canoes  unfinished,  and  all  set  out  in  a  warlike  spirit. 
But  the  expedition,  for  which  the  Mandans  had 
summoned  aid  from  such  remote  regions,  came  to 
nothing.  The  tribes,  some  of  whom  had  hereditary 
enmities  far  stronger  than  their  feeling  against  these 
new  foes,  quarrelled  among  themselves  on  the  way. 
The  project  was  thus  discovered,  and  the  A-gutch-a- 
ninne  were  left  at  peace  in  their  own  village. 

After  they  had  gone  I  started  with  Net-no-kwa  and 
the  remainder  of  the  family  for  Lake  Winnipeg,  as  we 
expected  the  war  party  to  be  absent  a  long  time.  We 
were  compelled  still  to  use  the  old  moose-skin  canoe, 
as  none  of  the  birch  ones  were  finished,  and  we  were 
tired  of  remaining  at  Mouse  River.  We  had  left  the 
trading-house  but  a  short  time  when  we  espied  a 
sturgeon,  which,  by  some  accident,  had  got  into  such 
shoal  water,  on  a  sand-bar,  that  part  of  his  back  was  to 
be  seen  above  water.  I  jumped  out  of  the  canoe  and 
killed  him  with  little  difficulty.  As  this  was  the  first 
sturgeon  I  had  killed,  the  old  woman  thought  it 
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necessary  to  stop  and  celebrate  a  feast  of  first-fruits, 
though,  being  alone,  we  could  invite  no  guests  to  par¬ 
take  of  it. 

The  mouth  of  the  Assineboin  was  a  place  at  that 
time  much  frequented  by  the  Sioux  war-parties,  who 
lay  concealed  there,  and  fired  upon  such  as  were  passing. 
We  did  not  approach  the  place  until  dark,  intending  to 
pass  through  late  at  night.  It  was,  accordingly,  after 
midnight  when,  carefully  avoiding  either  shore,  we 
floated  silently  out  into  Red  River.  The  night  was 
very  dark,  and  we  could  discern  nothing  distinctly  on 
shore ;  but  we  had  scarcely  entered  Red  River  when 
the  silence  was  broken  by  what  seemed  the  hooting  of 
an  owl  on  the  left  bank  of  the  Assineboin.  This  was 
quickly  answered  by  another  hoot  on  the  right  bank, 
and  presently  a  third  was  heard  on  the  side  of  Red 
River  opposite  the  mouth.  “  We  are  discovered,”  said 
Net-no-kwa  in  a  scarcely  audible  whisper,  and  she  made 
me  put  the  canoe  about  with  utmost  silence.  In 
obedience  to  her  direction  we  ascended  with  the 
greatest  caution,  endeavouring  to  keep  near  the  middle 
of  Red  River.  I  was  in  the  bow  of  the  canoe,  keeping 
my  head  as  low  as  I  could,  and  was  carefully  watching 
the  surface  of  the  water  before  me,  hoping  to  be  able  to 
see  and  avoid  any  canoe  or  other  object  that  might 
approach,  when  I  saw  a  little  ripple  on  the  surface  of 
the  water,  following  a  low,  black,  moving  object,  which 
I  at  once  concluded  to  be  the  head  of  a  man  swimming 
across  stealthily  in  front.  As  he  was  not  coming 
towards  the  canoe  I  pointed  to  the  moving  object,  and 
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we  speedily  agreed  that  we  should  pursue,  and,  if 
possible,  kill  the  man  in  the  water  before  he  got  to  the 
shore.  A  strong  sturgeon  spear  was  handed  to  me, 
and  we  commenced  the  pursuit,  the  women  plying  the 
paddles  well.  But  the  goose  (for  it  was  really  a  wild 
goose  chase)  soon  became  alarmed,  and  rose  in  flight, 
followed  by  its  brood  of  young  ones.  When  we  perceived 
our  mistake  we  retraced  our  course  up  the  river  with 
somewhat  less  of  fear,  but  still  we  could  not  venture  to 
continue  our  way.  I  tried  to  make  light  of  the  timidity 
of  the  women,  but  I  do  not  know  to  this  day  whether 
the  hooting  of  three  owls  or  signals  of  a  war-party  of 
Sioux  frightened  us  back.  We  returned  several  miles, 
and  expecting  that  a  party  of  traders  would  pass  before 
long,  we  determined  to  wait  for  them.  Fortunately 
there  were  many  young  geese  and  ducks,  so  that  we  had 
plenty  of  fresh  provisions  while  waiting. 

When  the  traders  came,  according  to  our  expectation, 
we  went  down  to  the  house  at  Winnipeg,  where  we 
remained  two  months.  When  they  were  about  to  re¬ 
turn  to  the  Assineboin,  we  purchased  a  bark  canoe  and 
accompanied  them.  We  had  a  good  many  beaver  skins, 
and  Net-no-kwa  bought  a  keg  of  rum  with  some  of 
them  for  Pe-shaw-ba,  who  had  said  to  her  that  “  he 
would  come  back  from  fighting  very  thirsty.”  We  ex¬ 
pected  we  would  be  back  to  the  Mouse  River  before 
their  return  from  the  war  expedition. 

In  the  Assineboin  River,  about  two  days’  distance 
above  the  Prairie  Portage,  is  a  place  where  the  Indians 
frequently  stop.  Here  we  saw  some  little  stakes  in  the 
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ground  with  pieces  of  birch  bark  attached  to  them,  and 
upon  these  the  figures  of  animals  and  some  other  marks. 
Net-no-kwa  immediately  recognised  the  totems  or 
marks  of  Pe-shaw-ba,  Waus-so,  and  their  companions. 
They  had  left  them  to  inform  us  that  they  had  been  at 
the  place,  and  as  directions  to  enable  us  to  find  them. 
We  therefore  left  the  traders,  and  taking  the  course 
indicated  by  the  marks  which  Pe-shaw-ba  had  caused  to 
be  made,  we  found  him  and  his  party  at  the  distance  of 
two  days  from  the  river.  They  had  returned  from  the 
abortive  war  expedition  to  the  trading-house  on  the 
Mouse  River,  and  stayed  there  till  they  had  finished  the 
canoes  which  they  had  left  incomplete.  They  de¬ 
scended  to  the  place  where  the  marks  were  left,  knowing 
that  there  were  good  hunting-grounds  near.  We  found 
that  they  had  plenty  of  game  in  the  camp,  and  they  had 
also  taken  a  great  number  of  beavers.  We  continued 
here,  therefore,  until  the  ice  became  too  thick  for  beaver 
trapping,  and  then  went  to  the  prairie  in  pursuit  of 
buffaloes.  When  the  snow  began  to  have  a  crust  upon 
it,  the  men  said  they  must  leave  me  along  with  the 
women,  as  they  were  going  to  Clear  Water  Lake  to 
make  canoes,  but  they  would  kill  some  food  for  our 
supply  during  their  absence.  Waus-so,  who  was  a  great 
hunter,  went  out  by  himself  and  killed  one  buffalo ;  but 
in  the  night  the  weather  became  very  cold  and  stormy, 
and  the  buffaloes  came  in  to  take  shelter  in  the  woods 
where  we  had  our  camp.  Early  in  the  morning  Net- 
no-kwa  called  us  up,  saying  there  was  a  large  herd 
not  far  off  from  the  lodge,  Pe-shaw-ba  and  Waus-so, 
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with  three  others,  took  up  stations  in  different  directions, 
so  that  the  herd  could  not  all  escape  if  alarmed.  They 
would  not  allow  me  to  go  out,  and  laughed  when  they 
saw  me  putting  my  gun  in  readiness  ;  but  Net-no-kwa, 
who  was  ever  ready  to  befriend  me,  after  they  were 
gone,  led  me  to  a  stand  not  far  from  the  lodge,  near 
which,  her  sagacity  taught  her,  the  herd  would  probably 
run.  The  Indians  fired,  and  all  failed  to  kill.  The 
herd  came  past  my  stand,  and  I  had  the  good  fortune  to 
n  kill  a  large  cow.  It  was  my  first  success  in  buffalo 
hunting,  and  gave  great  gratification  to  my  mother. 
Shortly  afterwards,  having  killed  a  considerable  number, 
and  made  a  good  store  of  food,  the  Indians  left  us:  myself, 
the  old  woman,  one  of  the  young  women,  and  three 
children,  six  in  all,  with  no  one  to  provide  for  them  but 
myself.  The  dried  meat  lasted  for  some  time,  but  I 
soon  found  that  I  was  able  to  kill  buffaloes,  and  we  had 
no  want  of  fresh  food.  On  one  occasion  an  old  cow 
which  I  had  wounded  ran  fiercely  at  me,  although  she 
had  no  calf,  and  I  was  barely  able  to  escape  from  her 
by  climbing  into  a  tree.  She  was  enraged  not  so  much 
by  the  wound  as  by  the  dogs ;  and  it  is,  I  believe,  very 
rare  that  a  cow  attacks  a  man  unless  she  has  been 
worried  by  dogs. 

As  spring  came  on  we  went  up  the  Mouse  River  for 
about  ten  miles,  to  woods  where  we  made  maple  sugar. 
The  weather  rapidly  became  mild,  and  once  I  was  in 
great  danger  from  the  breaking  of  the  ice.  The  beavers 
had  begun  to  come  up  through  the  holes  on  to  the  ice, 
and  sometimes  went  on  shore.  I  was  watching  near 
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one  of  these  holes,  and  shot  one  as  it  came  up.  Run¬ 
ning  hastily  along  the  ice  to  secure  him  I  broke 
through ;  my  snow  shoes  became  entangled  with  some 
brush  on  the  bottom  and  had  nearly  dragged  me  under, 
but  by  great  exertion  I  at  length  escaped. 

When  the  leaves  began  to  appear  on  the  trees,  Pe- 
shaw-ba  and  the  men  returned  in  new  birch  canoes, 
bringing  with  them  many  beaver  skins  and  other  valu¬ 
able  peltries.  Old  Net-no-kwa  was  now  anxious  to 
return  to  Lake  Huron,  but  Waus-so  and  Sa-ning-wul 
would  not  go,  and  Pe-shaw-ba  was  unwilling  to  part 
with  them.  Sag-git-to,  one  of  the  men,  had  fallen  into 
a  very  bad  state  of  health.  Pe-shaw-ba  said  to  the  old 
woman,  “It  is  not  good  that  Sag-git-to  should  die  here, 
at  a  distance  from  all  his  friends.  Since  we  see  he 
cannot  live  much  longer,  I  think  it  best  for  you  to  take 
him  and  the  little  children,  and  return  to  Lake  Huron. 
Y.ou  may  be  able  to  reach  the  rapids,  at  Sault  St.  Marie, 
before  he  dies.”  Conformably  to  this  advice,  our  family 
divided.  Pe-shaw-ba,  Waus-so,  and  Sa-ning-wul  re¬ 
mained  ;  Net-no-kwa  and  the  two  other  women,  Sa- 
git-to,  my  brother  Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  and  myself,  with 
a  little  girl  the  old  woman  had  bought,  and  three 
children,  started  to  return  to  Lake  Huron.  The  little 
girl  was  brought  from  the  country  of  the  Fall  Indians, 
by  a  war  party  of  Ojibbeways,  from  whom  Net-no-kwa 
bought  her  to  be  a  helper  for  herself  and  the  children. 
The  Fall  Indians  live  near  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and 
wander  much  with  the  Black  Feet ;  their  language  being 
unlike  that  of  both  the  Sioux  and  the  Ojibbeways. 
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These  last,  and  the  Crees,  are  more  friendly  with  the 
Black  Feet  than  they  are  with  the  Fall  Indians.  The 
girl  was  now  about  ten  years  of  age ;  but  having  been 
for  some  time  among  the  Ojibbeways  had  learned  their 
language. 

When  we  came  to  Rainy  Lake  we  had  ten  packs  of 
beaver,  of  forty  skins  each.  Net-no-kwa  sold  some 
other  peltries  for  rum,  and,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  was 
drunk  for  a  day  or  two.  We  here  met  some  of  the 
traders’  canoes,  on  their  way  to  Red  River.  Wa-me- 
gon-a-biew,  who  was  now  eighteen  years  old,  being 
unwilling  to  go  to  Lake  Huron,  determined  to  go  back 
to  the  north  with  the  traders.  The  old  woman  said 
much  to  dissuade  him  ;  but  he  jumped  into  one  of  the 
canoes  as  they  were  about  to  start,  and  although,  at  the 
request  of  the  old  woman,  they  endeavoured  to  drive 
him  out,  he  would  not  leave  the  canoe.  Net-no-kwa 
was  greatly  distressed,  although  he  did  not  at  any  time 
show  much  affection  for  his  mother.  She  could  not 
make  up  her  mind  to  lose  her  only  surviving  son,  and 
determined  on  returning  with  him.  The  packs  of 
beaver  skins  she  would  not  leave  with  the  traders,  not 
having  sufficient  confidence  in  their  honesty.  We 
therefore  took  them  to  a  remote  place  in  the  woods, 
where  we  made  a  sunjegwun,  or  deposit,  in  the  usual 
manner.  We  then  returned  to  the  Lake  of  the  Woods. 
From  this  lake  the  Indians  have  a  route  to  go  to  Red 
River,  which  the  white  men  never  follow,  by  the  way 
of  the  Muskeek  or  swamp  carrying  place.  We  went  up 
the  Swamp  River  for  several  days,  and  then  dragged 
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our  canoes  across  a  swamp  for  one  day.  This  swamp  is 
only  of  moss  with  small  bushes,  and  it  quakes  as  people 
pass  over  it.  Then  we  put  our  canoes  into  a  small 
stream,  which  they  call  Begwionusk,  from  the  plant 
cow-parsley,  which  abounds  there.  Thence  we  de¬ 
scended  into  a  small  lake,  bearing  the  same  name.  It 
has  only  two  or  three  feet  of  water,  and  over  most  of 
the  surface  it  is  scarcely  a  foot  in  depth ;  but  all  this 
time  the  whole  lake  was  covered  with  ducks,  geese, 
swans,  and  other  birds.  Here  we  remained  some  time, 
and  made  four  packs  of  beaver  skins. 

We  were  now  quite  alone,  no  Indians  or  white  men 
being  within  four  or  five  days’  journey  from  us.  Here 
we  had  packs  to  put  in  cache  or  deposit,  as  we  were 
about  to  leave  the  country ;  and  the  ground  being  too 
swampy  to  admit  of  burying  them  in  the  usual  manner, 
we  made  a  sunjegwun  of  logs,  so  tight  together  that  a 
mouse  could  not  enter  it,  and  in  this  we  left  our  packs 
and  other  property  which  we  could  not  carry.  If  any 
Indians  had  found  it,  they  would  not  have  broken  it  up, 
and  we  had  no  fear  of  any  white  traders  passing  that 
way.  Indians,  when  they  have  not  had  much  dealing 
with  the  white  traders,  have  not  learned  to  value  these 
peltries  so  highly  as  to  be  tempted  to  steal  from  one 
another.  At  the  time  of  which  I  am  speaking,  and  in 
that  part  of  the  country,  I  have  often  known  a  hunter 
leave  his  traps  for  many  days  in  the  woods,  without 
visiting  them,  or  feeling  any  anxiety  about  their  safety. 
It  would  often  happen  that  one  man  having  finished  his 
hunt,  and  left  his  traps  behind  him,  another  would  say : 
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“  Where  are  your  traps  ?  ”  and  have  leave  to  use  them, 
as  would  others  in  succession,  and  yet  in  the  end  they 
are  sure  to  return  to  their  first  owner. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Compelled  by  Hunger  to  move  frequently  to  New  Hunting-ground 
—  With  Friendly  Cree  Indians  at  Red  River — The  Grand 
Portage — Wa-7ne-gon-a-biew,  Eldest  Sort  of  Net-no-kwa,  in 
trouble— His  Marriage — Moose  Hunting—  Stories  about  the 
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— The  Chief  Wa-ge-tote  and  his  Daughter — An  Indian 
Carousal  at  the  Trading  Station — A  Solitary  Canoe  Voyage — 
The  Haunted  Camping  Ground — Lege7id  of  the  Two  Dead 
Brothers  a7id  their  Ghosts — My  Fearful  Night  Bivouac  cm 
the  Hau7iied  Ground. 
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When  the  snow  had  fallen,  and  the  weather  began  to 
be  very  cold,  so  that  we  could  no  longer  kill  beaver,  we 
began  again  to  suffer  from  hunger.  My  brother  exerted 
himself,  and  was  sometimes  successful ;  but  the  supply 
was  very  uncertain.  Our  suffering  compelled  us  to 
move,  and  we  went  toward  Red  River,  hoping  either  to 
meet  some  Indians,  or  to  find  game  on  the  way.  One 
lodge  of  Ojibbeways  we  met  with,  but  they  were  ex¬ 
tremely  inhospitable,  a  rare  thing  with  Indians  when 
others  are  really  in  want.  They  would  only  supply  us 
with  any  food  in  exchange  for  our  silver  ornaments, 
which  we  were  forced  to  part  with.  Net-no-kwa  was 
very  indignant,  and  forbade  us  to  give  anything  more, 
and  we  moved  away  from  them.  After  some  days  we 
came  upon  tracks  of  hunters,  and  found  the  head  of  a 
buffalo  which  they  had  left,  and  with  which  we  were 
glad  to  stay  the  pangs  of  hunger.  Following  this  track 
we  came  to  an  encampment  of  some  of  our  friends  on 
Red  River.  This  was  a  band  of  Crees,  whose  chief,  the 
Little  Assineboin,  I  have  formerly  mentioned.  He  and 
his  people  received  us  in  a  very  cordial  manner,  and 
supplied  our  wants.  We  stayed  with  them  nearly  two 
months,  when  the  buffalo  and  other  game  becoming 
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scarce,  the  whole  camp  began  to  suffer.  It  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  move,  and  it  was  thought  advisable  to  separate, 
and  go  in  different  directions.  Net-no-kwa  determined 
to  go  with  her  family  to  the  trading-house  of  a  Mr. 
Henry,  who  was  afterwards  drowned  in  the  Columbia 
River  by  the  upsetting  of  a  boat  in  an  exploring  expe¬ 
dition.  This  trading-place  was  near  where  a  settlement 
was  afterwards  made,  called  Pembinah.  We  hunted  all 
the  remainder  of  the  winter  with  the  people  of  the  fur- 
traders.  In  the  spring  we  returned  to  the  lake  where 
we  had  left  our  canoes.  We  found  all  our  property 
safe,  and  having  gathered  all  that  we  took  from  our 
sunjegwuns  or  caches,  and  all  we  brought  from  Red 
River,  we  found  we  now  had  eleven  packs  of  beaver, 
of  forty  skins  each,  and  ten  packs  of  other  skins.  It 
was  now  our  intention  to  return  to  Lake  Huron,  and  to 
dispose  of  our  peltries  at  Mackinac.  We  had,  besides, 
the  large  sunjegwun  at  Rainy  Lake,  near  the  trader’s 
station,  though  the  site  had  been  concealed  from  him. 
On  reaching  this  place  we  found  the  sunjegwun  had 
been  broken  up,  and  not  a  pack  nor  a  skin  left.  We 
saw  a  pack  in  the  trader’s  lodge,  which  we  believed  was 
one  of  our  own  ;  but  did  not  dare  to  say  so,  as  we  could 
not  prove  it,  they  being  all  so  much  alike.  The  old 
woman  did  not  hesitate  to  affirm  to  us  that  the  trader 
had  stolen  the  packs.  It  was  a  great  disappointment, 
for  this,  along  with  our  other  packs,  would  have  been 
disposed  of  for  what  would  have  made  us  rich  for  a 
long  time. 

When  we  reached  the  small  house  at  the  other  side 
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of  the  Grand  Portage  to  Lake  Superior,  the  people 
belonging  to  the  traders  urged  us  to  put  our  packs  in 
the  wagons  or  carriages,  and  so  have  them  taken  across. 
But  the  old  woman,  knowing  that  if  they  were  once  in 
the  hands  of  the  traders,  it  would  be  difficult,  if  not 
impossible  to  get  them  again,  refused  to  comply  with 
their  request.  It  took  us  several  days  to  carry  all  our 
packs  across,  as  the  old  woman  would  not  suffer  them 
to  be  carried  in  the  traders’  road.  Notwithstanding  all 
this  caution,  when  we  came  to  this  side  the  Portage,  two 
traders,  I  remember  their  names,  Mr.  Macgillivray  and 
Mr.  Shabboyea,  by  treating  her  with  much  attention, 
and  giving  her  some  wine,  induced  her  to  place  all  her 
packs  in  a  room  which  they  gave  her  to  occupy.  At 
first,  they  endeavoured  by  friendly  solicitation  to  induce 
her  to  sell  her  furs  ;  but  finding  her  determined  not  to 
part  with  them  at  that  time,  a  young  man,  Mr.  Shab- 
boyea’s  son,  attempted  to  seize  them  by  force ;  but  the 
old  man  interfered,  and  reproved  his  son  for  his  con¬ 
duct.  Thus  Net-no-kwa  was  enabled  to  keep  possession 
of  her  property ;  and  might  have  done  so  till  her  arrival 
at  Mackinac,  but  for  a  sad  event  which  occurred.  An 
Indian,  called  Bit-te-gish-sho,  or  crooked  lightning, 
arrived  with  a  band  of  his  people  from  Middle  Lake. 
With  these  people  my  brother  became  very  intimate, 
and  formed  an  attachment  with  the  daughter  of  the 
chief,  although  we  knew  nothing  of  it  at  the  time. 
When  we  were  about  to  start  for  Sault  St.  Marie,  and 
the  baggage  was  in  the  canoe,  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  was 
not  to  be  found  We  sought  everywhere  for  him,  and 
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it  was  not  till  after  some  days  that  we  heard,  from  a 
French  trader,  that  he  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  Port- 
tage,  with  the  family  of  the  Crooked  Lightning.  I  was 
sent  for  him,  but  he  would  not  return  to  Net-no-kwa. 
Knowing  his  obstinate  disposition,  the  old  woman 
began  to  cry.  “  If  I  had  two  of  my  own  sons,”  she 
said,  “  I  would  let  this  one  go ;  but  as  he  is  the  only 
one  left,  and  his  father  too  is  dead,  I  must  go  with 
him.”  She  gave  to  the  widow,  her  sister’s  daughter, 
who  had  lived  with  her  from  a  child,  five  packs  of 
beaver,  one  of  which  was  for  her  own  use  ;  the  other 
four,  together  with  sixty  other  skins,  she  told  her  to 
take  to  Mackinac,  and  deliver  them  according  to  her 
direction.  This  she  did,  coming  down  in  the  trader’s 
canoe,  and  delivering  the  skins  to  Mr.  Lapomboise, 
agent  of  the  North-West  Company,  and  took  his  due 
bill,  as  she  was  told  it  was,  for  the  amount.  But  this 
bill  was  subsequently  lost,  by  the  burning  of  our  lodge, 
and  neither  Net-no-kwa  nor  any  of  her  family  ever 
received  anything  for  these  skins. 

The  remainder  of  our  property  met  with  a  still  more 
disastrous  fate.  The  old  woman,  much  vexed  by  the 
conduct  of  her  son,  brooding  again  over  her  past  losses, 
and  disappointed  of  her  hopes  of  returning  to  Lake 
Huron,  forgot  her  usual  dignity  and  self-possession,  and 
abandoned  herself  to  drink.  In  the  course  of  a  single 
day  she  sold  one  hundred  and  twenty  beaver  skins,  with 
a  large  quantity  of  buffalo  robes,  and  other  valuable 
articles,  for  rum.  When  she  thus  broke  out,  she  used 
to  make  all  the  Indians  about  her  also  drink.  Of  all 
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the  great  stock  of  peltries,  the  produce  of  so  long  toil, 
and  saved  through  so  many  long  and  perilous  journeys, 
there  remained  one  blanket,  three  kegs  of  rum,  and  the 
poor  and  almost  worn-out  clothes  on  our  bodies.  I  did 
not,  on  this  as  on  other  occasions,  witness  the  wicked 
and  wanton  waste  of  our  peltries  and  other  property 
with  that  indifference  which  the  Indians  seem  always 
to  feel ;  but  I  was  then  helpless  to  prevent  the  disaster. 

Our  return  being  determined  upon,  we  started  with 
Bit-te-gish-sho  and  some  other  Indians  for  the  Lake  of 
the  Woods.  Here  we  were  overtaken  by  cold  weather 
while  making  a  canoe.  Net-no-kwa  resolved  to  remain 
there,  though  most  of  the  others  went  on.  Here  it  was 
found  that  the  attachment  of  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  to  the 
daughter  of  the  Crooked  Lightning  was  not  too  strong 
to  be  broken  ;  and,  indeed,  it  is  somewhat  doubtful 
whether  the  anxiety  of  the  traders  at  the  Grand  Portage 
to  possess  themselves  of  our  packs  had  not  as  much  to 
do  with  occasioning  our  return  as  anything  on  the  part 
of  this  young  man. 

After  these  people  had  left  us,  we  found  our  condition 
too  desolate  and  hopeless  to  remain  there  by  ourselves, 
being  so  ill-provided  against  the  approaching  winter ; 
so  we  repaired  to  Rainy  Lake  trading-house,  and  ob¬ 
tained  credit  to  the  amount  of  one  hundred  and  twenty 
beaver  skins,  and  thus  furnished  ourselves  with  clothing, 
blankets,  and  other  things  necessary  for  the  winter. 

It  would  weary  my  readers  to  give  in  detail  the 
various  movements  and  occupations,  summer  and  winter, 
in  the  next  few  years.  They  were  much  after  the 
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fashion  of  those  already  described.  Most  of  the  move¬ 
ments  and  changes  of  encampment  among  the  Indians 
are  regulated  by  the  sheer  necessity  of  supporting  life. 
Hunger  drives  them  forth  when  food  is  failing,  and  they 
are  drawn  hither  or  thither  h>y  the  prospect  or  hope  of 
finding  plenty  in  other  quarters.  Sometimes  there  may 
be  a  desire  to  see  friends  or  relatives,  or  to  visit  parti¬ 
cular  places  from  other  motives ;  but  for  the  most  part 
it  is  in  order  to  get  food  that  removals  are  made  and 
wanderings  renewed.  Hunting  is  their  main  business, 
first  for  the  meat,  and  also  for  the  skins  of  those  animals 
that  are  of  value.  These  they  take  to  the  trading  posts 
which  are  scattered  over  the  regions  frequented  by 
hunters.  Here  they  obtain  by  barter  the  blankets, 
clothes,  kettles,  and  other  things  required  in  their 
lodges.  By  far  the  largest  part  of  the  product  of  their 
winter  and  spring  hunts  is  expended  on  whisky  or  rum. 
These  debauches  are  frequently  attended  by  mischievous 
or  fatal  quarrels,  and  always  followed  by  poverty  and 
hunger,  which  compel  them  to  begin  again  their  life  of 
toil.  I  seldom  was  tempted  to  such  excesses,  but  had 
to  share  the  poverty  all  the  same.  I  had  then  no  other 
prospect  before  me,  and  I  had  become  attached  to  hunt¬ 
ing  both  as  a  business  and  an  amusement.  There  were 
no  Indian  settlements  in  those  days,  as  there  are  now. 

Some  incidents  of  my  early  hunting  days  I  well 
remember,  and  may  be  interesting  to  relate.  When 
our  lodge  was  near  the  trading-house  at  Rainy  Lake, 
we  found  early  one  morning  a  moose  track.  My  brother 
and  I  started  in  pursuit,  taking  with  us  several  dogs, 
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and  accompanied  by  an  Indian  whose  lodge  was  near. 
After  following  the  track  more  than  an  hour,  the  Indian 
was  tired,  and  the  dogs  returned  with  him.  It  was  not 
far  from  noon  when  we  came  up  with  the  moose  just  as 
it  was  making  for  a  lake  which  was  frozen  over.  The 
ice  being  in  some  parts  quite  smooth,  the  moose  could 
not  run  so  fast  as  on  land,  and  my  brother,  who  was 
very  swift-footed,  along  with  one  dog,  overtook  him, 
and  he  was  easily  killed.  I  think  that  I  have  not  till 
now  mentioned  moose  hunting.  The  Indians  consider 
the  moose  more  shy  and  more  difficult  to  take  than  any 
other  animal.  He  is  far  more  vigilant  and  cautious 
than  the  buffalo  or  caribou,  and  fleeter  than  the  elk, 
though  clumsier  in  his  appearance  and  gait.  In  the 
most  violent  storm,  when  the  wind  and  the  creaking  or 
falling  timber  are  making  the  loudest  and  most  inces¬ 
sant  roar  in  the  forest,  if  a  man,  either  with  his  foot  or 
with  his  hand,  breaks  the  smallest  dry  limb  of  a  tree, 
the  moose  distinguishes  the  sound.  If  he  is  standing 
browsing,  and  the  hunter  has  stealthily  been  able  to 
creep  near  the  place  without  being  seen,  if  the  slightest 
noise  is  made,  the  moose  hears  it,  and  though  he  does 
not  always  run,  he  ceases  eating,  and  rouses  his  utmost 
attention.  If,  in  the  course  of  an  hour  or  so,  the  man 
lies  dead  still,  and  avoids  making  the  least  noise,  the 
animal  may  begin  to  feed  again,  but  seems  not  to  forget 
what  he  had  heard,  and  is  for  hours  more  vigilant  than 
before. 

There  is  an  opinion  prevalent  among  the  Indians  that 
the  moose,  among  the  methods  of  self-preservation  with 
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which  it  seems  better  acquainted  than  most  other  ani¬ 
mals,  has  the  power  of  remaining  a  long  time  under 
water.  I  do  not  believe  this  ;  but  I  may  tell  the  fol¬ 
lowing  anecdote  as  illustrating  the  general  belief  in  this 
power  as  ascribed  to  the  moose.  Two  men,  whom  I 
knew  very  well,  after  a  long  day’s  absence  on  a  hunt, 
came  into  camp  at  night,  and  stated  that  they  had  been 
on  a  moose  track,  and  had  chased  him  into  a  small 
pond,  and  that  they  had  seen  him  wade  to  the  middle 
of  it,  and  disappear  from  their  sight.  Choosing  posi¬ 
tions  from  which  they  could  command  a  view  of  the 
whole  circumference  of  the  pond,  they  sat  there,  and 
watched  and  smoked  till  the  evening.  During  all  this 
time  they  never  saw  the  slightest  motion  of  the  water, 
or  other  sign  of  the  position  of  the  moose.  At  length, 
discouraged  and  wearied  with  watching,  they  gave  up 
hope  of  taking  him,  and  returned  home.  Not  long  after¬ 
wards  an  Indian  related  that  on  that  evening  he 
had  seen  and  followed  a  moose  track,  and  had  traced 
it  to  the  same  pond ;  but  having  also  observed  the 
tracks  of  two  men,  made  apparently  at  the  same 
time  as  those  of  the  moose,  he  concluded  that  they 
must  have  killed  it.  Nevertheless,  approaching  cau¬ 
tiously  to  the  margin  of  the  pond,  he  sat  down  to  rest. 
Presently,  while  thus  quietly  seated,  he  saw  the  moose 
rise  slowly  in  the  middle  of  the  pond,  which  was  not 
very  deep,  and  wade  towards  the  shore  where  he  was. 
When  sufficiently  near,  he  shot  him  in  the  water,  and 
he  was  loaded  with  the  meat  when  he  came  to  our 
lodge  and  told  this  story.  I  do  not  pretend  to  explain 
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it ;  but  it  is  much  more  likely  that  there  was  some 
weak  place  in  the  account  of  the  hunters  than  that  the 
moose  could  live  for  hours  under  water.  He  may  have 
been  submerged  partly,  while  keeping  his  head  so  as  to 
be  able  to  breathe,  till  their  watching  was  less  vigilant. 
The  story  is  only  worth  telling  as  proof  of  the  cunning 
with  which  the  moose  is^credited. 

In  the  open  chase  it  is  almost  impossible  to  overtake 
him,  his  pace  is  so  swift  and  his  strides  so  long.  The 
best  chance  is  in  snow,  when  the  surface  is  not  hard. 
The  animal’s  legs  sink  in  the  snow,  while  the  hunter 
moves  quickly  over  the  surface  with  his  snow  shoes. 

In  the  prairie  country  of  the  north-west,  towards  the 
Assineboin  and  Saskatchewan  lands,  the  elks  chiefly 
abound.  Between  these  two  rivers  is  another  called 
Elk  River,  from  their  abundance  in  that  region.  There 
are  brine  springs  and  salt  lakes  in  that  quarter,  which 
may  partly  account  for  the  animals  resorting  thither  in 
large  numbers.  I  once,  when  with  an  Indian  hunter  a 
good  distance  up  the  Assineboin,  saw  a  herd  of  probably 
two  hundred  elk  in  a  little  prairie  which  was  almost 
surrounded  by  the  river.  We  stationed  ourselves  in  the 
gorge,  which  was  not  more  than  two  hundred  yards 
across.  The  herd  having  been  alarmed,  and  unwilling 
to  venture  on  the  smooth  ice  in  the  river,  began  to  run 
round  and  round  upon  the  little  prairie.  It  sometimes 
happened  that  one  was  thrust  within  reach  of  our  shot, 
and  in  this  way  we  killed  two.  In  our  eagerness  to  get 
nearer,  we  left  our  place  of  concealment,  and  advanced 
so  far  toward  the  middle  of  the  prairie  that  the  herd 
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divided,  a  part  being  driven  on  to  the  ice,  and  a  part 
escaping  to  the  high  ground  beyond  the  gorge  which  we 
had  left.  The  hunter  followed  the  latter  herd,  and  I 
ran  on  to  the  ice.  The  elks  on  the  river,  slipping  on 
the  smooth  ice,  and  being  much  frightened,  crowded  so 
close  together  that  the  ice  broke  with  the  weight ;  and 
as  they  waded  towards  the  opposite  shore  and  endea¬ 
voured  to  rise  upon  the  ice,  it  continued  to  break  before 
them.  I  ran  hastily  and  thoughtlessly  along  the  brink 
of  the  open  place,  and  as  the  water  was  not  so  deep  as 
that  the  elks  could  swim,  I  supposed  I  could  get  those 
I  killed,  and  continued  firing.  When  my  balls  were  all 
expended,  I  drew  my  knife  and  killed  one  or  two  with 
it ;  but  those  that  I  had  shot  in  the  water  were  in  a  few 
minutes  swept  under  the  ice,  and  I  got  not  one  of  them. 
Only  one,  which  I  struck  after  he  rose  upon  the  surface 
close  to  the  bank,  I  saved.  This,  in  addition  to  the 
others  we  had  killed  on  shore  made  four,  a  poor  result 
out  of  not  less  than  two  hundred  that  were  there. 

On  another  occasion  we  were  on  the  river  in  our 
canoe,  when  the  dogs,  which  we  had  not  taken  on  board, 
but  were  running  on  the  shore,  started  a  solitary  elk, 
which  took  to  the  water.  We  drove  him  on  shore 
again  with  the  canoe,  and  my  brother  keeping  charge  of 
it,  I  gave  chase,  and  succeeded  in  killing  what  proved  to 
be  a  fine  fat  buck. 

I  may  observe  that  elk  and  caribou  are  never  found 
together.  The  country  between  Lake  Winnipeg  and 
Hudson’s  Bay  is  low  and  swampy,  and  that  is  the  home 
of  the  caribou.  More  to  the  west,  towards  the  Assi- 
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neboin  and  the  Saskatchewan,  is  the  prairie  land  where 
are  found  elk  and  buffaloes. 

Marten  hunting  has  not  much  adventure  in  it,  as 
with  larger  game  ;  but,  being  done  by  trapping,  success 
is  obtained  only  by  considerable  skill  and  experience. 
Its  favourite  haunt  is  in  pine  forests.  It  feeds  on 
whatever  it  can  catch  by  craft  or  stealth,  young  birds, 
eggs,  marmots,  rabbits.  The  trap  used  by  Indians  was 
chiefly  the  fall  trap.  A  half-circle  of  stones  being  built 
up,  a  heavy  tree  or  beam  is  laid  across  the  entrance,  one 
end  being  raised  and  supported  by  a  movable  prop.  A 
bit  of  rabbit  or  other  bait  is  hung  on  a  projecting  stick 
made  fast  into  the  back  of  the  semi-circle  of  stones. 
The  marten  can  only  get  at  the  bait  by  creeping  under 
the  tree,  and  on  seizing  it,  and  finding  himself  unable 
to  pull  it  down,  he  backs  out,  tugging  the  string  by 
which  it  is  attached  along  the  stick.  In  this  effort  he 
loosens  the  support  of  the  tree,  which  falls  on  him,  and 
kills  him,  but  without  doing  any  harm  to  the  fur.  The 
further  north  the  darker  and  better  are  the  skins. 

In  trapping  the  beaver,  the  otter,  and  different  sorts 
of  game,  various  contrivances  are  used,  but  there  is 
not  much  interest  in  the  mere  description  of  them.  In 
hunting  expeditions  other  animals  are  met  with,  besides 
those  which  are  sought  for  trading  purposes.  For  in¬ 
stance,  here  are  some  of  my  recollections  of  the  por¬ 
cupine. 

Early  one  morning,  I  was  lying  wrapped  in  my 
blanket  by  a  deep  buffalo  path,  which  came  down 
through  a  prairie  to  the  little  creek  where  we  were  then 
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encamped.  It  was  late  in  the  fall,  and  the  thick  and 
heavy  grasses  of  these  prairies  having  been  long  before 
killed  by  the  early  frosts,  had  become  perfectly  dry. 
To  avoid  setting  fire  to  this  dry  grass,  we  had  kindled 
our  fire  in  the  bottom  of  the  deep  path,  where  it  passed 
through  the  corner  of  the  bank.  Some  of  the  Indians 
had  got  up,  and  were  sitting  part  on  one  side  and  part 
on  the  other  side  of  the  path,  preparing  something  for 
breakfast,  when  our  attention  was  called  to  some  un¬ 
usual  sound,  and  we  saw  a  porcupine  coming  slowly 
and  slouchingly  down  the  path.  I  had  heard  much  of 
the  stupidity  of  the  animal,  but  never  had  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  witnessing  it  till  now.  On  he  came,  without 
giving  any  attention  to  surrounding  objects,  until  his 
nose  was  actually  in  the  fire;  then  bracing  stiffly  back 
with  his  fore  feet,  he  stood  so  near  the  flame,  that  being 
driven  towards  him  by  the  wind,  it  actually  singed 
the  hairs  on  his  face.  Still  he  stood  there  for  some 
minutes,  stolidly  opening  and  shutting  his  eyes.  At 
length  one  of  the  Indians,  tired  with  looking  at  him, 
hit  him  a  blow  with  a  piece  of  moose  meat  he  had 
on  a  little  stick  to  roast.  Another  man  killed  him  with 
his  tomahawk,  and  we  roasted  and  ate  some  of  the 
meat,  which  was  very  good.  The  Indians  then,  in 
conversation  respecting  the  habits  of  this  animal,  re¬ 
lated,  what  I  have  since  seen,  that  as  a  porcupine  is 
feeding  in  the  night,  along  the  bank  of  a  river,  a  man 
may  sometimes  take  up  some  of  his  food  upon  the 
blade  of  a  paddle,  and  holding  it  close  to  his  nose, 
he  will  eat  it,  without  even  perceiving  or  appearing 
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to  perceive  the  presence  of  man.  When  taken,  they 
can  neither  bite  nor  scratch,  having  no  defence  nor 
protection,  except  what  is  afforded  by  their  barbed  and 
dangerous  spines,  which  they  erect  with  great  force 
and  swiftness.  Dogs  fear  them,  and  can  rarely,  if  ever, 
be  induced  to  attack  them  ;  if  they  do,  severe  injury 
and  suffering,  if  not  death,  it  is  said,  will  be  the  certain 
consequence  of  wounds  by  the  spines. 

On  another  occasion,  when  out  in  camp  on  a  war 
expedition,  we  were  on  the  alert  on  account  of  the 
proximity  of  some  Sioux  Indians,  from  whom  we 
feared  a  night  attack.  More  than  half  the  night  had 
passed,  and  not  one  of  us  had  slept,  when  we  heard 
a  sudden  rushing  outside,  and  our  dogs  came  running 
in,  not  making  any  noise,  but  in  terrible  fright.  I  said 
that  the  time  was  come  for  us  all  to  die  together.  I 
placed  myself  in  the  front,  and  raising  the  door  a 
little,  put  out  the  muzzle  of  my  gun,  and  sat  in  mo¬ 
mentary  expectation  of  the  approach  of  the  enemy. 
In  the  silent  night  footsteps  were  distinctly  audible, 
not  regular  but  at  intervals,  as  if  some  one  were 
stealthily  advancing ;  but  the  darkness  was  so  great 
that  as  yet  I  could  see  nothing.  At  length  a  small 
black  object,  not  larger  apparently  than  a  man’s  head, 
was  seen  moving  slowly  and  directly  toward  my  lodge. 
Here  I  experienced  how  much  imagination  or  alarm 
influences  the  correctness  of  sight ;  for  this  object,  at 
first  appearing  small,  as  it  came  on,  seemed  at  one 
time  to  enlarge  itself  to  the  height  of  a  man  ;  and 
again,  upon  steadily  looking  at  it,  to  lessen  to  the  size 
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which  it  really  was.  Being  now  convinced  it  was  only 
some  small  animal,  I  stepped  out,  and  finding  it  to  be 
a  porcupine,  I  despatched  it  with  a  blow,  that  it  might 
not  again  raise  alarm,  as  in  our  case  it  had  done  by 
sending  the  dogs  flying  into  our  lodge. 

I  am  now  about  to  narrate  an  important  event  of 
my  early  years,  my  marriage  to  an  Indian  wife.  I 
have  already  told  of  the  marriage  of  my  brother  Wa- 
me-gon-a-biew  with  the  daughter  of  Crooked  Lightning, 
and  of  the  troubles  that  befel  us  on  that  occasion,  when 
we  lost  all  the  property  that  we  then  had.  The  whole 
affair  had  so  many  painful  associations,  that  I  was  the 
less  inclined  to  follow  his  example.  I  was  now,  it  is 
true,  about  twenty-one  years  of  age,  and  few  of  the 
Indian  young  men  remain  single  so  long.  But  I  was 
contented  with  my  way  of  life,  and  happy,  except  when 
we  had  to  experience  the  pains  of  want  and  of  hunger. 
I  was  now  a  good  hunter  and  loved  a  hunter’s  life,  and 
it  was  a  pleasure  as  well  as  my  duty  to  provide  for 
my  old  mother  Net-no-kwa,  and  the  women  and  chil¬ 
dren  that  formed  her  family.  No  thought  or  wish  for  a 
change  disturbed  me. 

About  this  time,  when  on  our  way  to  a  trading-house, 
we  met  with  an  old  Ottawwaw  chief,  called  Wa-ge-to- 
tah-gun  (he  that  has  a  bell),  more  commonly  called 
Wa-ge-tote.  He  was  a  relative  of  Net-no-kwa,  and  had 
then  three  lodges  and  two  wives.  One  of  his  sons  also 
was  there  with  his  wife.  He  was  pleased  to  meet  with 
Net-no-kwa,  and  he  made  us  remain  near  him  for  two 
months.  Every  morning  he  came  to  our  lodge,  as  he 
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went  out  to  hunt,  and  asked  me  to  accompany  hiin. 
He  always  gave  me  the  largest  portion  of  what  we 
killed.  He  took  much  pains  to  teach  me  how  to  take 
moose  and  other  animals  which  are  difficult  to  kill. 
Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  with  his  wife,  who  were  still  with 
us,  left  us  here  and  went  to  Red  River. 

The  spring  having  come,  the  Indians  in  the  neigh¬ 
bourhood  were  all  preparing  to  take  their  skins  and 
other  property  to  the  trading-house.  Knowing  what 
had  happened  on  previous  occasions,  and  feeling 
strongly  the  foolishness  of  wasting  our  peltries  in  pur¬ 
chasing  what  was  not  only  useless  but  hurtful  to  us, 
I  urged  Net-no-kwa  not  to  go  there,  but  to  accompany 
me  to  another  hunting  station.  I  am  happy  to  say 
that. I  had  influence  enough  to  dissuade  her,  and  we 
prepared  to  go  in  a  different  direction.  She  went  to 
see  Wa-ge-tote,  to  take  leave  of  him,  and  to  thank 
him  for  his  kind  hospitality.  When  she  returned,  I 
readily  perceived  that  something  unusual  had  happened. 
She  was  quiet  and  rather  mysterious ;  and  presently 
she  took  me  to  one  side,  and  began  to  speak  to  me, 
“My  son,”  she  said,  “you  see  that  I  am  now  getting 
old ;  I  am  scarcely  able  to  make  you  moccasins,  to 
dress  and  preserve  your  skins,  and  do  all  that  is  need¬ 
ful  about  your  lodge.  You  are  now  able  to  take  your 
own  place  as  a  man  and  a  hunter,  and  it  is  right 
that  you  should  have  some  one  who  is  young  and 
strong,  to  look  after  your  property,  and  to  take  care 
of  your  lodge.  Wa-ge-tote,  who  is  a  good  man,  and 
respected  by  all  the  Indians,  will  give  you  his  daughter. 
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You  will  thus  gain  a  powerful  friend  and  protector, 
who  will  be  able  to  assist  us  in  time  of  difficulty  ;  and 
I  shall  be  relieved  from  much  trouble  and  anxiety  about 
our  family.”  Much  more  she  said,  in  the  same  strain  ; 
but  I  told  her  at  once,  and  without  hesitation,  that  I 
could  not  comply  with  her  request.  I  had  hitherto 
never  entertained  the  thought  of  marrying  among  the 
Indians,  still  thinking  that  somehow  and  some  time, 
before  I  became  old,  I  would  marry  among  the  whites. 
At  all  events,  I  assured  her  I  could  not  now  marry  the 
woman  she  proposed  for  me.  She  still  insisted  that 
I  must  take  her,  stating  that  the  whole  affair  had  been 
settled  between  Wa-ge-tote  and  herself,  and  that  the 
young  woman  herself  had  been  spoken  to,  and  had 
said  she  was  not  disinclined  to  the  match.  She  pre¬ 
tended  that  after  what  had  been  arranged  with  Wa-ge- 
tote  she  could  not  do  otherwise  than  bring  her  to 
our  lodge.  I  said,  if  she  did  so,  I  would  not  treat  her 
or  consider  her  as  my  wife. 

The  affair  was  in  this  situation  the  morning  but  one 
before  we  were  to  separate  from  Wa-ge-tote  and  his 
people.  Without  coming  to  any  better  understanding 
with  the  old  woman,  I  rose  early,  and  went  out  with 
my  gun.  I  stayed  out  all  day,  but  was  too  much  . 
annoyed  and  troubled  to  attend  much  to  hunting. 
Returning  in  the  evening  to  the  lodge,  I  carefully 
reconnoitred  the  inside  before  entering,  intending,  if 
the  young  woman  was  there,  to  go  to  some  other  lodge 
to  sleep  ;  but  I  saw  nothing  of  her.  Next  morning 
Wa-ge-tote  came  to  my  lodge  to  see  me  he  ex- 
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pressed  all  the  interest  in  me  which  he  had  really  been 
in  the  habit  of  showing,  and  gave  me  much  friendly 
advice  and  many  good  wishes.  When  he  left,  Net- 
no-kwa  came  to  me,  again  urging  me  to  marry  the 
daughter,  but  I  gave  no  consent.  I  believe  now  that  it 
was  she,  and  not  Wa-ge-tote  or  the  daughter,  who  had 
been  anxious  for  the  match,  if  indeed  she  had  even 
been  spoken  to  on  the  subject.  The  old  woman  no 
doubt  saw  it  would  be  a  convenient  as  well  as  proper 
alliance,  so  far  as  she  and  her  household  were  con¬ 
cerned  ;  but  I  had  no  feeling  upon  the  subject,  and 
I  did  not  understand  the  making-up  of  matches  by 
parents  and  guardians  for  convenience,  and  without 
respect  to  the  mutual  affection  or  even  acquaintance 
of  young  persons.  That  my  thoughts  were  correct  I 
am  the  more  sure,  as  I  heard  not  long  after  that 
Wa-ge-tote’s  daughter  was  married  soon  to  another 
man. 

This  affair,  though  it  came  to  nothing,  had  the  effect 
of  bringing  the  question  of  marriage  more  seriously 
under  my  consideration,  and  may  have  prepared  the 
way  for  what  did  take  place  at  no  distant  period.  But 
some  important  events  occurred  before  that  time  which 
I  must  narrate ;  all  the  more  as  they  brought  me  to  a 
condition  of  health,  and  of  mind,  which  may  have  made 
me  the  more  ready  to  seek  the  companionship  and  com¬ 
fort  belonging  to  married  life. 

Leaving  Wa-ge-tote,  his  daughter  and  his  band,  we 
went  to  the  hunting-ground  which  I  had  chosen.  Wa- 
ge-tote  himself  I  parted  from  with  true  regret,  for  he 
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had  taken  a  great  liking  to  me,  and  had  taught  me 
many  useful  things,  being  a  skilful  and  experienced 
hunter.  Late  in  the  fall  we  moved  to  a  trading  station, 
where  many  Indians  met  the  trader,  not  at  his  house, 
but  at  some  distance  near  a  lake.  Here  he  encamped 
for  some  days,  and  having  brought  with  him  a  large 
quantity  of  rum,  he  rightly  thought  it  better  to  get  the 
Indians  to  buy  and  drink  what  they  could  before  he 
went  to  his  house,  as  they  would  give  him  less  trouble 
at  his  camp.  I  had  the  prudence  to  purchase  the  most 
needful  things  for  the  winter,  such  as  blankets  and 
ammunition,  as  soon  as  we  met  him.  After  we  had 
completed  our  trade,  it  had  been  the  annual  custom  for 
Net-no-kwa  to  make  a  present  to  the  trader  of  ten  fine 
beaver  skins,  in  return  for  which  she  was  in  the  habit 
of  receiving  a  chief’s  dress  and  ornaments,  and  a  ten- 
gallon  keg  of  spirits.  On  this  occasion  when  the  trader 
sent  for  her  to  deliver  his  present,  the  old  woman  had 
already  been  drinking  so  hard  that  she  was  unable  to 
go.  In  this  emergency  I  felt  it  necessary  to  go  and 
receive  the  articles.  I  put  on  the  chief’s  coat  and  orna¬ 
ments,  and  taking  the  keg  on  my  shoulder,  carried  it 
home  to  our  lodge,  placed  it  on  one  end,  and  knocked 
out  the  head  with  an  axe.  I  was  thoughtless  at  the 
moment,  and  excited  with  the  whole  affair,  the  spirit 
of  revelry  prevailing  all  through  the  camp.  On  knock¬ 
ing  in  the  head  of  the  keg  I  addressed  all  who  were 
capable  of  listening :  “  I  am  not  one  of  those  chiefs 
who  draw  liquor  out  of  a  small  hole  in  a  cask ;  let  all 
who  are  thirsty  come  and  drink.”  I  am  sorry  to  say 
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that  I  set  the  example,  and  this  second  time  that  I  had 
joined  the  Indians  in  drinking  I  was  guilty  of  far  greater 
excess  than  the  first  time.  Our  keg  was  soon  empty, 
and  then  I  and  those  who  were  able  to  stagger  forth 
went  to  other  lodges  where  liquor  could  be  had.  It 
was  now  late  at  night,  but  the  noise  of  drunkenness 
was  heard  in  every  part  of  the  camp.  Next  day,  when 
Net-no-kwa  recovered  sufficiently  to  speak,  she  asked 
me  whether  I  had  received  the  chiefs  dress  and  the 
keg  of  rum.  When  I  told  her  that  the  keg  had  been 
emptied,  she  actually  grew  angry  because  I  had  not 
reserved  some  for  her,  and  then  reproached  me  severely, 
censuring  me  not  only  for  ingratitude  to  herself,  but  for 
disgracing  myself  by  getting  drunk.  The  Indians  told 
her  she  had  no  right  to  complain  of  me  for  doing  as  she 
herself  had  taught  me,  and  then  in  order  to  pacify  her 
they  soon  contributed  rum  enough  to  make  her  again 
completely  drunk. 

Such  scenes  took  place  regularly  at  every  trading 
station.  I  am  told  that  by  order  of  the  government 
and  of  the  trading  companies  these  abuses  have  been 
put  an  end  to  in  the  stations  under  their  authority ;  but 
there  will  always  be  excessive  drinking  where  the  sale 
of  spirits  is  permitted,  and  I  am  describing  what  I 
myself  witnessed,  and  sometimes  took  part  in,  when 
I  was  among  the  people  as  one  of  them. 

When  all  the  peltries  were  disposed  of,  so  that  the 
Indians  had  to  discontinue  drinking,  they  began  to 
disperse  to  their  hunting-grounds.  Our  family  wa« 
about  this  time  increased  by  the  addition  of  a  poor  old 
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Ojibbeway  woman  and  two  children,  who  being  destitute 
of  any  male  protector  had  been  taken  up  by  Net-no- 
kwa.  I  hunted  with  considerable  success  that  season, 
when  Net-no-kwa  determined  to  return  to  the  trading- 
house  at  Menaukonoskeg,  while  I  should  go  to  the 
trading-house  at  Red  River  to  purchase  some  necessary 
articles.  I  made  a  pack  of  beavers,  having  been  very 
successful  in  trapping  them,  and  started  alone  in  a  small 
buffalo-skin  canoe,  only  large  enough  to  carry  me  and 
my  pack,  and  descended  the  Little  Saskatchewan. 

During  this  solitary  journey  a  strange  incident  oc¬ 
curred.  There  is  on  the  bank  of  that  river  a  place 
which  looks  like  one  where  the  Indians  would  always 
choose  to  encamp  at.  In  a  bend  of  the  river  is  a 
beautiful  landing  place  ;  behind  it  a  little  plain,  a  thick 
wood,  and  a  small  hill  rising  abruptly  in  the  rear.  But 
this  tempting-looking  site  is  utterly  shunned  by  the 
Indians,  and  regarded  with  a  superstitious  terror.  No 
Indian  will  land  his  canoe,  much  less  encamp  at  “the 
place  of  the  two  dead  men.”  The  legend  is,  that  many 
years  ago,  when  there  was  an  encampment  here,  a 
quarrel  arose  between  two  brothers,  who  had  she-she- 
gwi  or  rattlesnakes  for  their  marks  or  totems.  One 
drew  his  knife  and  slew  the  other ;  but  the  bystanders 
instantly  killed  the  murderer,  for  fratricide  is  deemed  a 
crime  as  horrible  as  it  is  rare  among  them.  The  two 
brothers  were  buried  in  one  grave. 

I  had  heard  the  story  of  the  two  brothers,  and  as  they 
bore  the  same  totem  as  myself,  it  having  been  given 
to  me  by  Manito-o-gheezik  when  I  came  with  his 
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family,  I  suppose  they  were  probably  related  to  us.  I 
had  heard  it  said  that  if  any  man  camped  near  their 
graves,  as  some  had  done  soon  after  they  were  buried, 
the  dead  men  would  be  seen  to  come  out  of  the  ground, 
and  either  react  the  quarrel  and  the  murder,  or  in  some 
other  way  so  annoy  and  disturb  the  visitors  that  they 
could  not  sleep.  Yet  the  place  when  I  saw  it  had  a 
strange  fascination  for  me.  With  a  mixed  feeling  of 
curiosity  and  of  bravery  I  pulled  my  little  canoe  to  the 
shore.  I  thought  to  myself  I  should  break  the  spell, 
and  be  able  to  tell  the  Indians  that  I  not  only  stopped, 
but  slept  quietly,  at  a  place  which  they  shunned  with 
weak  and  superstitious  dread. 

The  sun  was  going  down  as  I  landed.  Pulling  up 
my  canoe,  I  soon  kindled  a  fire,  and  after  eating  my 
supper  lay  down  to  sleep.  How  long  I  lay  I  cannot 
tell,  but  I  saw  the  two  dead  men  come  out  of  the 
ground  and  sit  down  at  the  fire  opposite  to  me.  Their 
eyes  were  fixed  intently  upon  me ;  but  they  neither 
spoke,  nor  smiled,  nor  frowned  ;  only  gazing  on  me.  I 
rose  up  from  the  ground  where  I  lay,  and  was  going 
to  sit  opposite  to  them  by  the  fire,  when  I  saw  them 
not.  The  night  was  dark  and  gusty,  but  while  looking 
and  listening,  I  saw  nothing  and  heard  nothing  except 
the  wind  in  the  trees.  It  is  likely  that  I  fell  asleep 
again,  for  presently  I  saw  the  same  two  men  standing 
below  the  bank  of  the  river,  their  heads  just  rising  to 
the  level  of  the  ground  where  I  had  made  my  fire. 
They  were  looking  at  me  as  before.  While  I  was 
watching  them  they  seemed  to  rise  up,  and  came  and 
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sat  opposite  me  again  by  the  fire.  This  time  they  were 
laughing  and  speaking  to  one  another,  and  they  looked 
as  if  they  were  about  to  rush  upon  me.  I  tried  to  speak 
to  them,  but  my  voice  failed  me ;  I  tried  to  rise  and 
flee,  but  my  limbs  refused  to  move ;  at  length  one  of 
them  said,  “  Look  over  the  top  of  the  hill  behind  you.” 

I  turned  and  looked,  and  saw  a  horse  fettered,  and 
standing  looking  at  me.  “There,”  said  the  ghostly 
voice,  “is  a  horse  which  I  give  you  to  ride  on  your 
journey  to-morrow;  and  as  you  pass  here  on  your 
return  home,  you  can  call  and  leave  the  horse,  and 
spend  another  night  with  us.”  By  this  time  I  was  wide 
awake,  and  no  more  I  saw  or  heard  anything,  save  the 
still  red  embers  of  the  fire,  and  the  moaning  of  the  wind 
in  the  trees  under  the  hill.  I  could  not  lie  down  to 
sleep  again,  but  watched  for  the  morning,  and  was 
pleased  then  to  find  that,  with  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
these  terrifying  visions  vanished. 

In  the  morning,  instead  of  going  down  to  the  river 
I  went  towards  the  hill,  when  I  observed  tracks  and 
other  signs.  Following  a  little  distance  I  saw  a  horse 
tethered  by  its  foot,  and  knew  it  as  belonging  to  the 
trader  I  was  going  to  see ;  I  knew  also  that  several 
miles  might  be  saved  by  crossing  from  this  point  on 
the  Little  Saskatchewan  to  the  Assineboin,  instead  of 
following  the  bends  of  the  river.  So  I  left  my  canoe, 
and  having  put  my  load  on  the  horse,  I  led  him  towards 
the  trading-house,  where  I  arrived  next  day. 

In  reflecting  calmly  about  this  strange  night  ad¬ 
venture,  the  explanation  seems  simple  enough.  My 
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mind  had  been  full  of  the  story  I  had  heard  of  the 
dead  men  and  of  their  apparitions.  It  was  natural 
enough  that  in  my  sleep  I  saw  the  ghosts,  and  in 
dreams  we  imagine  that  we  hear  as  well  as  see  what 
is  unreal.  There  was  neither  sight  nor  sound  after  I 
was  awake,  and  this  twice  over.  The  only  thing  that 
puzzles  me  is  my  having  been  told  by  one  of  the  spirits 
about  the  horse.  I  fancy  now  that  in  my  relief  next 
morning,  after  the  horrible  excitement  of  the  night,  the 
welcome  meeting  with  the  horse  got  confusedly  mixed 
with  the  vivid  remembrances  of  the  dream.  I  said 
nothing  at  the  trader’s  house,  but  on  my  return  home, 
and  afterwards,  the  account  I  gave  of  what  I  had  seen 
and  suffered  that  night  was  eagerly  listened  to,  and  con¬ 
firmed  the  superstitious  terrors  of  the  Indians.  I  know 
that  in  all  subsequent  journeys  through  that  country,  I 
carefully  shunned  “  the  place  of  the  two  dead  men.” 
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At  the  end  of  the  next  fall,  on  going  to  Mouse  River 
trading-house,  I  heard  that  some  white  people  from  the 
United  States  Government  had  been  there,  to  purchase 
some  articles  for  the  use  of  their  party,  then  living  at 
the  Maudan  village.  I  regretted  that  I  had  missed  the 
opportunity  of  seeing  them  ;  but  as  I  had  received  the 
impression  that  they  were  to  remain  permanently  there, 
I  thought  I  would  be  able  at  any  time  to  make  an 
occasion  to  visit  them.  I  have  since  been  informed  that 
these  white  men  belonged  to  the  party  of  Governor 
Clark  and  Captain  Lewis,  then  on  their  way  to  the 
Rocky  Mountains  and  the  Pacific  Ocean.  As  the  date 
of  that  expedition  must  be  given  in  American  history,  I 
mention  the  matter,  as  it  gives  clue  to  the  period  to 
which  my  recollections  of  Indian  life  belong. 

In  a  preceding  chapter  I  said  I  was  going  to  tell 
you  about  my  marriage,  and  it  is  time  that  I  finish 
that  statement.  It  was  in  the  following  spring,  when 
about  to  leave  our  winter  quarters,  an  old  man,  a  chief 
of  the  Metai,  came  to  our  lodge,  bringing  a  young 
woman,  his  granddaughter,  together  with  the  girl’s 
parents.  She  was  a  handsome  girl,  young  and  healthy  ; 
but  Net-no-kwa  did  not  think  favourably  of  her.  She 
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said  to  me  :  “  My  son,  these  people  will  not  cease  to 
trouble  you  if  you  remain  here ;  and  as  the  girl  is  by  no 
means  fit  to  become  your  wife,  or  my  daughter-in-law, 
I  advise  you  to  take  your  gun  and  go  away.  Make  a 
hunting  camp  at  some  distance,  and  do  not  return  till 
they  have  time  to  see  that  you  are  decidedly  disinclined 
to  the  match.”  I  took  her  advice,  and  the  old  man 
apparently  relinquished  his  hope  of  marrying  me  to  his 
granddaughter. 

After  some  time  I  returned,  and  was  standing  by  our 
lodge  one  evening,  when  I  saw  a  good-looking  young 
woman  walking  about,  and  smoking.  She  observed  me, 
and  presently  came  up,  and  asked  me  to  smoke  with 
her.  I  answered  that  I  did  not  smoke.  This  was  the 
case,  for  I  had  been  told  when  first  among  the  Indians 
that  the  healthiest  men  and  the  best  hunters  never 
smoked.  Yet  I  was  not  surprised  to  see  her  smoking, 
for  it  is  common  among  Indian  women,  whether  young 
or  old.  She  said  she  saw  that  I  was  averse  to  touching 
her  pipe,  and  would  not  smoke  with  her.  I  did  not 
wish  to  be  discourteous,  so  I  took  her  pipe,  and  smoked 
a  very  little  just  to  please  her.  She  remained  for  some 
time  talking,  and  I  thought  her  agreeable.  After  this, 
we  talked  frequently,  and  I  became  gradually  attached 
to  her. 

I  mention  this  because  it  was  to  this  woman  I  was 
married,  and  because  the  beginning  of  our  acquaintance 
was  not  after  the  usual  manner  of  the  Indians.  Amonsr 
them  it  commonly  happens  that  when  a  young  man 
marries  a  woman,  even  of  his  own  tribe,  he  has  had  no 


“  RED  SKY  OF  THE  MORNING .” 


93 


previous  personal  acquaintance  with  her.  They  have 
seen  each  other  in  the  village  ;  he  has  looked  at  her  in 
passing ;  but  it  is  probable  they  have  never  spoken 
together.  The  match  is  planned  and  made  up  by  the 
old  people,  and  when  the  proposed  marriage  is  made 
known  to  the  young  pair  they  usually  find  in  themselves 
no  objection  to  the  arrangement,  as  they  know,  should 
it  prove  disagreeable  mutually  or  to  either  party,  the 
proposal  can  at  any  time  be  broken  off. 

My  conversations  with  Mis-kwa-bun-o-kwa  (the  red 
sky  of  the  morning),  for  such  was  the  name  of  the  young 
woman  who  had  offered  me  her  pipe,  was  soon  noised 
about  the  village. 

The  old  chief  hearing  of  it,  and  inferring  that  I,  like 
other  young  men  of  my  age,  was  thinking  of  taking  a 
wife,  came  one  day  to  our  lodge,  leading  by  the  hand 
another  of  his  granddaughters.  “  This,”  he  said  to  Net- 
no-kwa,  “  is  the  handsomest  and  best  of  all  my  descen¬ 
dants  ;  I  come  to  offer  her  to  your  son.”  So  saying,  he 
left  her  in  the  lodge,  and  went  away.  This  young 
woman  was  one  whom  Net-no-kwa  had  always  treated 
with  marked  kindness,  and  she  was  considered  one  of  the 
handsomest  in  the  band.  The  old  woman  was  therefore 
now  in  some  embarrassment,  for  she  could  say  nothing  to 
the  old  chief  against  his  granddaughter.  But  at  length 
she  found  an  opportunity  to  say  to  me  :  “  My  son,  this 
girl  which  O-shusk-koo-koon  offers  you  is  handsome  and 
good,  but  you  must  not  marry  her,  for  she  has  that  about 
her  which  will  in  a  very  short  time  bring  her  to  the 
grave.  It  is  necessary  that  you  should  have  a  wife  who 
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is  strong  and  free  from  any  disease.  Let  us,  therefore, 
make  the  young  woman  a  handsome  present,  for  she 
deserves  well  of  us,  and  send  her  back  to  her  father.” 
She  accordingly  gave  her  presents  to  a  considerable 
value,  and  she  returned  home.  Less  than  a  year  after¬ 
wards  she  died  of  decline,  as  Net-no-kwa  had  anti¬ 
cipated.  In  the  meantime  Mis-kwa-bun-o-kwa  and 
myself  were  becoming  more  and  more  attached  to 
one  another.  The  recent  experiences  of  Wa-ge-tote’s 
daughter  and  the  other  chief’s  two  granddaughters 
convinced  me  that  I  was  expected  no  longer  to  remain 
single,  and  I  now  had  my  own  inclination  on  the  side 
of  the  general  feeling  in  the  matter.  I  said  nothing  to 
Net-no-kwa,  but  like  a  prudent  sagacious  old  woman 
as  she  was,  she  was  well  aware  of  what  was  going  on, 
and  I  found  that  she  did  not  disapprove,  but  rather 
favoured  my  intention.  This  I  discovered  by  the 
following  incident.  I  had  been  visiting  at  the  lodge  of 
my  young  mistress,  and  having  stayed  very  late,  I  stole 
quietly  into  our  lodge,  and  went  to  sleep.  In  the  morn¬ 
ing  I  was  awakened  very  early,  at  the  first  appearance 
of  dawn,  by  a  smart  rapping  on  my  feet.  Looking  up  I 
saw  the  old  woman  standing  by  my  couch,  with  a  stick 
in  her  hand,  and  she  said  to  me  :  “Up,  get  up,  young 
man,  who  art  about  to  take  to  yourself  a  wife.  Get  up 
and  start  after  game.  It  will  make  the  young  woman 
think  far  more  highly  of  you  to  see  you  bring  home  a 
load  of  meat  early  in  the  morning,  than  to  see  you 
idling  about  the  village,  dressed  ever  so  gaily,  dangling 
after  her,  when  the  hunters  are  all  gone  out.”  I  could 
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make  no  answer  to  this,  so  putting  on  my  moccasins,  I 
took  my  gun  and  went  out.  Returning  before  noon 
with  as  heavy  a  load  of  fat  moose  meat  as  I  could 
carry,  I  threw  it  down  before  Net-no-kwa,  saying : 
“  Here,  old  woman,  is  what  you  called  for  in  the  morn¬ 
ing.”  She  was  much  pleased,  and  commended  me  for 
my  exertion.  I  was  now  satisfied  that  she  was  not  dis¬ 
pleased  on  account  of  my  attachment  to  “  the  Red  Sky 
of  the  Morning,”  and  I  was  much  gratified  on  finding 
that  I  had  her  approval.  Many  of  the  Indians  have 
little  respect  or  care  for  aged  people,  but  though  Net- 
no-kwa  had  her  faults  and  was  now  decrepid  and  infirm, 
I  felt  the  truest  regard  for  her,  and  continued  to  do 
so  while  she  lived. 

I  now  redoubled  my  diligence  in  hunting,  and  com¬ 
monly  came  home  with  meat  early  in  the  day,  and 
always  before  night.  I  then  dressed  myself  as  gaily  as 
I  could,  and  walked  about  the  village,  often  blowing  the 
pe-be-gwan  or  flute.  For  some  time  Mis-kwa-bun-o- 
kwa,  as  if  sure  of  having  gained  my  affection,  and 
perhaps  vain  of  her  conquest,  began  to  pretend  she 
hesitated  about  marrying  me.  This  went  on  till  there 
really  arose  some  abatement  of  ardour  on  my  side,  and 
I  treated  her  as  coolly  as  she  treated  me.  I  began  then 
also  to  bethink  myself  of  the  responsibilities  of  married 
life,  and  my  desire  to  bring  a  wife  home  to  my  lodge 
gradually  abated.  I  sought  to  avoid  her,  and  to  break 
off  communication  with  her,  but  a  lingering  inclination 
was  too  strong  to  make  me  come  to  any  regular  rup¬ 
ture.  When  she  saw  my  growing  indifference  she 
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sometimes  reproached  me,  sometimes  sought  to  move 
me  by  tears  and  entreaties,  and  all  her  coy  coquettish¬ 
ness  had  disappeared.  Still  I  said  nothing  to  the  old 
woman  about  bringing  her  home,  and  I  felt  unwilling  to 
take  the  decided  and  irrevocable  step  of  making  her  my 
wife. 

At  this  time  I  had  occasion  to  go  to  the  trading- 
house  on  Red  River,  and  did  not  return  till  the  third  day. 
On  arriving  at  our  lodge  I  saw  Mis-kwa-bun-o-kwa  sit¬ 
ting  in  my  place.  As  I  stopped  at  the  door^of  the  lodge, 
taken  aback  and  hesitating  to  enter,  she  hung  down 
her  head  and  was  silent ;  but  Net-no-kwa  greeted  me  in 
a  tone  harsher  than  was  her  wont  in  seeing  me  after 
absence.  “  Will  you  turn  back  from  the  door  of  the 
lodge,”  she  said,  “  and  put  to  shame  this  woman,  who  is 
better  than  you  are  ?  This  affair  is  your  seeking,  not 
mine  or  hers.  You  have  followed  her  about  the  village, 
and  caused  her  to  be  spoken  of  along  with  you  ;  and 
now  you  would  treat  her  as  one  who  sought  to  thrust 
herself  upon  you !  ”  I  was  in  part  conscious  of  the 
justness  of  Net-no-kwa’s  reproaches ;  and  the  sight  of 
the  now  submissive  young  woman  touched  my  heart,  so 
I  went  and  sat  by  the  side  of  Mis-kwa-bun-o-kwa,  and 
the  old  woman  smiled  and  spoke  a  blessing  on  our 
affection.  I  found  afterwards  that  in  my  absence  the 
good  old  woman  had  taken  up  the  matter  in  earnest, 
without  consulting  me  ;  and  had  made  her  bargain  and 
her  arrangements  with  the  parents  of  the  young  woman, 
and  brought  her  home,  rightly  judging  that  my  in¬ 
decision  would  be  thus  brought  to  an  end,  and  that  it 
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would  not  be  difficult  to  reconcile  me  to  the  measure. 
A  wise  and  kind  interference  is  often  of  great  import¬ 
ance  under  similar  circumstances.  In  this  case,  when 
the  slight  difficulties  were  brushed  aside,  the  disturbed 
affections  resumed  their  sway,  and  we  loved  one  another 
as  before. 

Soon  after  my  return  from  Red  River  we  moved  to 
the  woods,  and  encamped  there.  Besides  myself  and 
wife,  and  the  family  of  Net-no-kwa,  was  my  brother 
Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  who  had  returned  with  a  second 
wife,  one  of  the  granddaughters  of  the  old  chief  Wa-ge- 
tote.  There  was  also  an  Indian  hunter  Wau-be-nais-sa, 
with  his  wife  and  several  children,  a  friend  of  my 
brother,  and  who  had  been  engaged  by  Net-no-kwa  to 
hunt  for  her  family  when  we  were  absent.  We  directed 
our  course  towards  the  Craneberry  River  (Pembinah), 
wishing  to  select  near  that  place  a  favourable  spot  for 
the  women  and  children  to  remain  encamped.  My 
brother  and  I  had  resolved  to  join  a  war  party,  which 
we  heard  was  then  in  preparation  to  go  against  the 
Sioux.  I  had  till  now  never  left  the  peaceable  business 
of  a  hunter,  but  the  exciting  narratives  of  war  expe¬ 
ditions  led  me  to  wish  to  witness  such  scenes.  When 
we  had  chosen  a  suitable  place  for  the  camp,  we  applied 
ourselves  diligently  to  hunting,  that  we  might  leave 
enough  of  dried  meat  to  supply  the  wants  of  our 
families  when  we  went  away. 

We  had  killed  a  considerable  quantity  of  meat,  and 
the  women  were  occupied  in  drying  it,  when,  feeling 
curious  to  know  the  state  of  forwardness  of  the  war 
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party  at  Pembinah,  and  how  soon  they  would  start,  my 
brother  and  I  took  our  horses  and  rode  down,  leaving 
Wau-be-nais-sa  with  the  women  and  children.  When 
we  got  to  Pembinah  we  found  forty  men  of  the  Muske- 
goes  ready  to  start  on  the  following  morning,  and 
though  we  had  come  without  our  moccasins  and  un¬ 
prepared  for  fighting,  I  determined  to  go  forward  along 
with  them.  There  were  a  good  many  Ojibbeways  and 
Crees  also  assembled,  and  prepared  for  advancing,  but 
they  seemed  in  general  to  be  unwilling  to  go  in  com¬ 
pany  with  the  Muskegoes,  a  race  not  held  in  very  high 
repute  by  most  of  the  other  Indians.  My  brother  tried 
to  dissuade  me  from  going,  urging  that  we  had  better 
put  it  off,  and  accompany  the  Ojibbeways  later  on  in 
the  season.  But  I  assured  him  I  would  by  no  means 
lose  the  present  opportunity,  inasmuch  as  we  could  both 
go  now  and  also  in  the  fall  with  the  Ojibbeways.  As  it 
turned  out,  my  curiosity  was  somewhat  disappointed, 
so  far  as  the  sight  of  war  was  concerned,  as  I  shall 
presently  ’'elate,  but  the  journey  enabled  me  to  gain 
new  experience  and  to  witness  some  things  that  I  would 
not  otherwise  have  seen. 

I  saw,  for  instance,  and  began  to  attend  to  some  of 
the  ceremonies  of  what  may  be  called  the  initiation  of 
warriors,  this  being  the  first  time  I  had  been  on  a  war 
party.  Such  ceremonies,  I  am  told,  exist  in  most 
nations,  and  vary  in  their  character ;  and  they  may 
perhaps  vary  among  different  Indian  tribes.  I  refer 
only  to  some  of  the  things  that  I  observed  at  this  time. 
The  young  warrior  puts  black  war  paint  on  his  face, 
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and  wears  a  peculiar  cap  or  head-dress.  He  must 
always  in  marching  follow  the  older  warriors,  stepping 
in  their  tracks,  and  never  preceding  them.  However 
long  or  fatiguing  the  march,  he  must  neither  eat,  nor 
drink,  nor  sit  down  to  rest  by  day.  If  he  halts  for  a 
moment,  he  turns  his  face  towards  his  own  country, 
that  the  Great  Spirit  may  see  it  is  his  wish  to  return 
home  again. 

At  night  they  observe  a  certain  order  in  their  en¬ 
campments.  If  there  are  bushes  where  they  halt,  the 
camp  is  enclosed  by  these  stuck  into  the  ground  so  as 
to  include  a  square  or  oblong  space,  with  a  passage  at 
one  end,  which  is  always  that  towards  the  enemy’s 
country  or  camp.  If  there  are  no  bushes,  they  mark  the 
ground  in  the  same  manner  with  small  sticks  or  with 
the  stalks  of  the  weeds  which  grow  in  the  prairie. 
Near  the  entrance  to  this  gate  or  opening  is  the  head 
chief  and  the  old  warriors,  succeeded  in  order  by 
younger  men,  according  to  age  or  prowess,  or  reputation 
in  war ;  and  last  of  all,  in  the  extreme  end  of  the  en¬ 
closed  camp,  the  men  with  blackened  faces  who  are 
making  their  first  war  expedition.  All  sleep  with  their 
faces  towards  their  own  country,  and  on  no  considera¬ 
tion,  however  uneasy  their  position  or  however  great 
their  fatigue,  must  any  change  of  posture  be  made.  No 
two  must  lie  upon  or  be  covered  by  the  same  blanket. 
During  marches  the  older  warriors,  if  they  ever  sit 
down,  must  not  sit  on  the  bare  ground,  but  at  least  have 
some  grass  or  bushes  under  them.  They  are  very 
careful  not  to  wet  their  feet,  and  if  obliged  to  cross  a 
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stream  or  a  swamp  they  keep  their  clothes  dry,  and 
whip  their  legs  with  bushes  or  grass  when  they  come 
out  of  the  water.  They  must  never  walk  in  a  beaten 
path,  but  if  obliged  to  do  so  they  put  on  their  legs 
some  sort  of  medicine,  which  is  carried  for  the  purpose. 
Any  article  belonging  to  any  of  the  party,  such  as  his 
gun,  his  blanket,  his  hatchet  or  tomahawk,  his  knife  or 
war-club,  must  never  be  stepped  over  by  any  other 
person,  nor  must  any  one  step  over  the  body  or  limbs 
of  any  other  who  is  sitting  or  lying  on  the  ground. 
Should  this  rule  or  usage  be  inadvertently  violated,  it  is 
the  duty  of  the  one  who  has  been  stepped  over,  or  to 
whom  the  article  stepped  over  belongs,  to  seize  the 
offender  and  throw  him  to  the  ground,  not  in  anger  but 
to  maintain  the  rule  ;  and  the  person  seized  must  suffer 
himself  to  be  thrown  down,  even  when  much  stronger 
or  older  than  the  other.  The  vessels  which  they  carry, 
to  eat  or  drink  out  of,  are  commonly  small  bowls  of 
wood  or  of  birch  bark.  They  are  marked  across  the 
middle,  and  they  have  some  way  of  distinguishing  the 
two  sides  ;  in  going  out  they  invariably  drink  out  of  one 
side  of  the  bowl,  and  from  the  other  in  returning.  On 
the  way  home,  when  within  one  day  of  their  village, 
they  suspend  all  these  bowls  on  trees,  or  they  throw 
them  away  on  the  prairie. 

Various  other  observances  and  usages  I  noticed,  some 
of  them  painful,  and  others  troublesome,  such  as,  of  the 
latter,  never  to  scratch  the  head  or  any  part  of  the  skin 
with  the  fingers  but  with  a  small  twig  or  stick ;  and 
never  must  the  bowl  one  eats  or  drinks  out  of,  nor  the 
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knife  he  cuts  with,  be  used  by  another.  There  may  be 
diversity  of  observances  and  ceremonies,  as  I  have  stated, 
but  it  may  be  well  thus  to  note  some  which  I  saw  or 
heard  of. 

I  ought  to  have  mentioned,  that  in  encamping  at 
night,  the  chief  who  conducts  the  party  sends  some 
of  his  young  men  a  little  in  advance  to  prepare  a  piece 
of  ground  where  religious  ceremonies  and  divination  is 
to  be  performed  for  various  purposes,  chiefly  to  ascertain 
thereby  the  position  of  the  enemy.  I  do  not  believe 
that  there  is  any  truth  in  these  divinations,  which  have 
probably  been  invented  and  are  maintained  by  the  chiefs 
and  the  prophets  and  diviners,  to  make  mystery,  and  to 
keep  up  thereby  authority  over  the  people.  But  there 
are  many  such  observances,  both  in  time  of  peace  and 
of  war.  In  preparing  to  encamp,  when  the  young  men  go 
forward,  they  clear  a  piece  of  ground,  removing  the  turf 
from  a  rectangular  oblong  space,  and  with  their  hands 
break  up  the  soil,  making  it  fine  and  soft,  and  then 
enclosing  this  place  with  poles  or  pieces  of  stick.  The 
chief,  on  being  informed  that  it  is  ready,  goes  and  sits 
down  at  the  end  opposite  to  that  of  the  enemy’s 
country.  Two  small  roundish  stones  are  placed  before 
him,  and  he  is  supposed  then  to  engage  in  prayer  to  the 
Great  Spirit  to  show  the  direction  where  the  enemy 
is  to  be  found.  A  crier  then  goes  to  some  of  the 
principal  warriors  and  bids  them  come  to  the  chief,  and 
to  smoke  in  the  enclosure.  It  is  dark  by  this  time,  and 
after  awhile  a  light  is  made,  and  they  examine  the 
position  of  the  two  round  stones,  which  have  been 
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moved  by  the  people  in  the  little  space.  From  the  direc¬ 
tion  in  which  they  have  been  shifted,  they  infer  the 
course  they  are  to  pursue  in  the  morning.  This  is 
evidently  a  very  clumsy  and  rough  sort  of  divination, 
and  liable  to  trickery  as  well  as  to  error.  However,  it 
is  not  my  purpose  to  criticise  but  only  to  narrate. 
After  this  process,  offerings  of  cloth,  beads,  tobacco,  or 
whatever  the  chiefs  and  men  may  choose  to  leave  for 
sacrifice,  are  exposed  during  the  night  on  a  pole ;  also 
the  je-bi-ug  or  memorials  of  dead  friends  or  relatives, 
which  are  taken  back  in  the  morning  and  retained  in 
order  to  be  thrown  into  the  midst  of  the  fight,  or  thrust 
into  the  bodies  of  their  enemies,  ripped  up  by  their 
knives.  Warriors  will  carry  with  them  to  battle  locks 
of  hair  of  a  lost  child,  or  toys,  or  other  home  relics  ;  and 
throwing  these  on  the  field  are  inspired  to  greater 
energy,  and  excited  to  greater  passion  of  fierceness  or 
revenge. 

I  am  more  convinced  that  the  divination  processes 
which  I  witnessed  arose  from  craft,  in  that  A-gus-ko- 
gaut,  the  Muskego  chief  whom  we  accompanied  on  this 
occasion,  professed  himself  to  be  a  prophet  of  the  Great 
Spirit,  like  one  who  in  after-years  appeared  among  the 
Shawnees,  and  obtained  great  influence  and  notoriety. 
A-gus-ko-gaut  had  some  time  before  lost  his  son,  and 
in  this  expedition  he  carried  the  je-bi,  with  the  deter¬ 
mination  to  leave  it  in  a  bloody  field  of  battle.  But 
his  design  and  the  whole  expedition  came  to  an 
ignominious  conclusion  by  the  interference  of  an  Ojib- 
beway  chief,  Ta-bush-sha,  which  means,  he  that  dodges 
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down,  or  the  dodger,  who  the  next  morning  overtook 
us  from  Pembinah,  along  with  twenty  warriors.  This 
ambitious  and  restless  chief,  on  arriving  at  the  place 
of  rendezvous,  and  hearing  that  a  band  of  Muskegoes 
had  started,  was  indignant  that  the  lead  should  be 
taken  by  a  people  so  despised  by  him,  and  was  un¬ 
willing  that  one  of  them  should  head  an  expedition 
against  the  Sioux.  He  was  a  cunning  man,  and  on 
arriving  at  the  camp  he  dissembled,  and  professed 
nothing  but  good-will  and  friendliness ;  saying  he  had 
hastened  to  the  aid  of  his  brethren  the  Muskegoes. 
A-gus-ko-gaut  could  not  have  been  ignorant  of  the 
character  of  the  dodger,  and  may  have  suspected  his 
designs ;  nevertheless,  he  received  him  with  apparent 
cordiality,  and  bid  him  welcome. 

We  all  journeyed  onward  for  several  days,  when  in 
crossing  some  wide  prairies  the  want  of  water  was  sorely 
felt,  and  the  necessities  of  thirst  caused  some  of  the 
rules  which  I  have  described  to  be  broken  or  disre¬ 
garded.  The  principal  men  were  acquainted  with  the 
general  features  of  the  country  we  had  to  pass,  and 
knew  that  water  could  be  reached  not  very  far  ahead  ; 
but  most  of  the  older  warriors,  being  on  foot,  were 
exhausted  with  fatigue  and  thirst.  In  this  emergency, 
it  became  necessary  that  such  of  the  party  as  had 
horses,  among  whom  were  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  and  my¬ 
self,  should  go  forward  and  search  for  water,  and  when 
it  was  found,  make  such  signal  as  would  inform  the 
main  body  what  course  to  take.  There  was  no  thought 
then  about  new  warriors  never  preceding  the  old.  I 
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was  in  the  very  front,  and  among  the  first  to  discover 
a  place  where  water  could  be  had  ;  but  before  all  the 
men  could  come  up  it,  the  sufferings  of  some  of  them 
had  been  excessive.  Those  who  had  arrived  at  the 
spring  continued  to  discharge  their  guns  during  the 
night,  the  sound  of  which  guided  the  direction  of 
the  advance,  and  no  doubt  cheered  their  fainting  hopes. 
Not  till  morning  did  some  stragglers  totter  to  the  place, 
utterly  exhausted,  and  some  of  them  in  a  condition  of 
temporary  madness. 

While  we  rested  at  this  spring,  an  old  man,  Ah-tek- 
oons,  or  the  little  caribou,  made  a  divination,  and  after¬ 
wards  announced  that  in  a  particular  direction  which  he 
pointed  out  was  a  large  band  of  Sioux  warriors,  coming 
straight  towards  us ;  that  if  we  could  turn  to  the  right 
or  the  left,  and  avoid  meeting  them,  we  might  pro¬ 
ceed  unopposed  to  their  country  and  destroy  their 
villages ;  but  that  if  we  stayed  where  we  were,  or  went 
straight  on,  they  would  meet  us,  and  from  their  numbers 
we  must  all  be  cut  off.  Ta-bush-sha  affected  to  place 
the  most  implicit  reliance  on  this  prediction  ;  but  the 
Muskego  chief,  and  the  Muskegoes  generally,  would  not 
listen  to  it,  and  we  remained  where  we  were  two  or 
three  days  longer. 

There  began  now  an  incipient  murmur  of  discontent, 
fostered  certainly  by  the  inactivity  of  the  people,  and 
perhaps  helped  by  fears  caused  by  the  prediction  of  the 
dodger.  Some  even  talked  of  leaving  A-gus-ko-gaut, 
and  going  back  to  their  own  country.  The  only  thing 
that  caused  some  excitement  was  the  discovery,  by  our 
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scouts,  of  a  solitary  Indian,  who  fled  immediately  on 
being  seen,  and  was  supposed  from  this  circumstance 
to  be  one  of  a  Sioux  war  party.  The  sight  of  that  one 
man  caused  endless  conversation  and  conjecture  in  the 
camp.  Nothing  more  was  ever  seen  or  heard  of  him, 
but  his  apparition  caused  increased  vigilance,  especially 
at  night.  It  was  necessary,  however,  to  move  to  con¬ 
siderable  distances  from  the  camp.  Food  was  beginning 
to  get  scarce,  and  the  hunters  had  to  go  out  in  search 
of  game.  At  first  we  kept  ourselves  as  quiet  as  possible, 
but  in  the  necessity  for  getting  food  some  of  the  Muske- 
goes,  with  whom  I  was  glad  to  join,  rode  out  in  open 
day  in  search  of  buffaloes,  and  we  were  successful  in 
killing  some.  We  had  to  go  to  long  distances,  and  one 
night  we  found  ourselves  too  far  off  to  return,  and  slept 
where  we  were,  with  only  such  shelter  as  our  clothes 
and  the  grass  afforded. 

After  we  had  lain  down  and  our  ears  were  near  the 
ground,  there  was  heard  a  noise,  which  has  been  familiar 
to  me  since,  but  which  then  I  heard  for  the  first  time. 
It  was  the  tramp  of  a  vast  herd  of  buffaloes.  When  we 
sat  up,  or  stood  up,  we  could  hear  nothing,  but  on 
putting  our  ears  close  to  the  ground  the  same  strange 
dull  sound  was  heard.  I  would  not  have  known  what 
it  was,  but  one  of  the  Muskegoes  told  me,  and  then  I 
could  picture  to  myself  the  tramp  of  the  great  herd 
which  could  thus  cause  the  earth  to  quake,  and  to  utter 
a  sound  far  off.  In  the  morning  when  the  light  dawned 
we  could  see  nothing  of  them,  although  we  could  com¬ 
mand  a  rich  view  of  the  prairie.  But  as  we  knew  the*’ 
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could  not  be  very  far  off,  eight  of  our  number,  of  whom 
I  was  one,  were  selected  to  go  in  the  direction  whence 
the  sound  seemed  to  come  ;  and  if  we  killed  any,  we 
were  to  bring  the  meat  to  a  point  agreed  upon,  where 
we  expected  to  have  to  stay  the  next  night. 

In  the  morning,  we  could  still  hear,  by  applying  our 
ears  to  the  ground,  the  same  dull  thud  and  noise  as  on 
the  previous  night,  and  it  seemed  about  the  same  dis¬ 
tance,  and  in  the  same  direction  as  before. 

We  started  early,  and  rode  some  hours  before  we  saw 
anything  passing  over  the  trackless,  boundless,  sea-like 
prairie.  At  length  we  descried,  apparently  eight  or  ten 
miles  off,  a  long  dark  line,  drawn  across  the  edge  of  the 
sky,  like  a  low  shore  seen  across  a  lake.  The  distance 
of  the  herd  when  we  heard  them  first  must  have  been 
at  least  twenty  miles.  We  had  been  advancing  towards 
them,  but  they  also  were  on  the  move,  so  it  was  some 
hours  before  we  reached  the  margin  of  the  herd.  As 
we  approached,  the  noise  became  terrible.  To  the  sound 
of  the  deep  tramp  of  thousands  of  feet,  and  the  noise 
caused  by  the  knocking  together  of  the  two  divisions 
of  the  hoof,  as  they  raised  their  feet  from  the  ground, 
was  added  the  loud  and  furious  roaring  and  bellowing 
of  the  bulls,  engaged  everywhere  throughout  the  moving 
mass  in  fierce  and  furious  conflicts.  We  knew  that  our 
approach  would  not  cause  the  alarm  and  stampede  at 
such  a  time — for  it  was  the  rutting  season — that  it  would 
have  done  at  any  other  time,  so  we  rode  directly 
towards  them.  The  first  we  came  up  with  and  killed 
was  a  sorely  wounded  bull,  which  scarcely  made  any 
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effort  to  escape  from  us.  He  had  been  terribly  gored, 
and  had  wounds  in  his  flanks  into  which  I  could  have 
put  my  hands.  As  we  knew  that  the  flesh  of  the  bulls 
at  this  season  is  not  good  to  eat,  we  did  not  seek  to  kill 
them,  though  as  we  came  near  we  might  have  shot 
several,  so  intent  were  they  on  their  own  fierce  battles. 
Some  of  us  now  dismounted,  leaving  our  horses  in  the 
care  of  the  others,  who  were  willing  to  stay  back  for 
that  purpose,  while  we  crept  into  the  herd  to  try  to 
kill  some  of  the  cows.  I  got  separated  from  my  com¬ 
panions,  and  before  I  had  an  opportunity  of  shooting  a 
cow  several  bulls  were  fighting  very  near  me.  In  their 
fury  they  were  totally  unconscious  of  my  presence,  and 
came  rushing  towards  the  place  where  I  was,  that  in 
alarm  I  took  refuge  in  one  of  those  holes  in  the  prairie 
ground,  which  are  not  uncommon  in  parts  frequented 
by  buffalo  herds,  and  which  they  dig  themselves  to 
wallow  in.  Seeing  them  coming  near  to  me,  and  fear¬ 
ing  to  be  overwhelmed,  I  fired,  in  hope  of  dispersing  or 
turning  them  aside,  and  only  succeeded  in  doing  so 
after  killing  two  of  them.  The  firing  alarmed  the  cows, 
and  they  went  off  swiftly  out  of  range,  so  that  I  per¬ 
ceived  I  should  not  be  able  to  kill  any  in  this  direction. 
I  therefore  came  out  of  my  pit,  and  going  back  for  my 
horse,  I  rode  to  a  distant  part  of  the  herd,  where  my 
companions  had  succeeded  in  killing  a  fat  cow.  From 
this  cow,  as  is  usual,  the  rest  of  the  herd  had  quickly 
moved  off,  except  one  bull,  who  stayed  to  guard  her,  and 
who,  when  I  rode  up,  still  kept  the  Indians  at  bay. 

“Ah,  you  warriors,”  in  my  excitement  I  said;  “you 
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are  going  far  from  your  country  to  an  enemy’s  land,  to 
despoil  his  homes,  and  you  cannot  take  his  wife  from 
that  old  bull,  who  has  nothing  in  his  hands !  ”  So 
saying  I  rushed  past  them,  and  rode  directly  for  the 
bull,  then  not  more  than  two  hundred  yards  distant. 
He  no  sooner  saw  me  approaching,  than  lowering  his 
head  he  came  plunging  full  charge  at  me,  with  such 
impetuosity  that,  knowing  the  danger  to  my  horse  and 
myself,  I  turned  aside  with  a  jerk,  and  fled  at  full  speed. 
The  Indians  I  could  hear  laughing  loudly  at  my  re¬ 
pulse  ;  but  they  did  not  give  over  their  less  incautious 
attempts  to  get  at  the  cow.  By  dividing  the  attention 
of  the  bull,  and  creeping  up  to  him  on  different  sides, 
he  got  confused  and  discouraged,  and  they  at  length 
gave  him  a  fatal  shot. 

While  we  were  cutting  up  this  cow,  the  herd  were  at 
no  great  distance,  and  an  old  cow,  which  the  Indians 
supposed  to  be  the  mother  of  the  one  we  had  killed, 
taking  the  scent  of  the  blood,  came  running  with  great 
violence  directly  towards  us.  The  Indians  were  alarmed 
by  the  sudden  rush,  and  fled,  some  of  them  not  having 
their  guns  in  their  hands,  but  only  their  knives.  I  had 
just  re-loaded  mine,  and  had  it  ready  for  use.  Throw¬ 
ing  myself  down  close  to  the  body  of  the  dead  cow,  and 
behind  it,  I  waited  till  the  other  came  within  a  few 
yards,  when  I  fired.  She  turned,  gave  one  or  two 
jumps,  and  fell  dead.  We  now  had  the  meat  of  two 
fat  well-conditioned  cows,  about  as  much  as  we  wanted 
or  could  carry ;  accordingly  we  repaired  without  further 
delay  to  the  appointed  place,  where  we  rejoined  our 
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party.  They  had  already  appeased  their  hunger  by  the 
meat  of  a  deer  which  they  had  killed  while  waiting  for 
us. 

On  our  return  to  the  camp  we  found  that  others  had 
been  successful  in  the  chase,  and  there  was  that  day 
something  like  a  general  feast.  After  they  had  eaten, 
Ta-bush-sha  sent  some  of  his  men  to  call  all  the  people 
together,  as  if  for  a  council,  and  when  they  were  as¬ 
sembled  he  arose  and  harangued  them  with  a  loud  voice : 

“You  Muskegoes,”  he  said,  “are  not  true  warriors, 
although  you  have  come  from  your  own  country  far 
off,  to  find  the  Sioux,  as  you  say ;  but  though  hundreds 
of  these  enemies  are  at  no  great  distance,  you  never  can 
find  them,  and  will  remain  till  they  fall  upon  you  and 
kill  you.”  More  to  this  effect  he  spoke,  his  design 
evidently  being  to  create  hesitation  and  disunion,  and 
thus  to  frustrate  the  plans  of  A-gus-ko-gaut,  the  Mus- 
kego  chief.  In  closing  his  address  he  declared  his 
determination  to  abandon  an  expedition  so  badly  con¬ 
ducted,  and  to  return  to  Pembinah  with  his  twenty 
warriors. 

When  he  had  ended,  up  rose  and  out  spoke  Pe-shew- 
o-ste-gwon  (the  wild  cat’s  head),  orator  and  councillor 
of  A-gus-ko-gaut,  the  Muskego :  “Now,”  he  said,  “we 
see  plainly  why  our  brothers,  the  Ojibbeways  and  Crees, 
were  not  willing  to  come  with  us  from  Red  River.  You 
are  near  your  own  country,  and  it  is  of  no  importance 
to  you  whether  you  meet  the  Sioux  now,  or  in  the 
fall;  but  we  have  come  a  very  great  distance;  wc  bear 
along  with  us,  as  we  have  long  borne,  those  that  were 
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our  friends  and  children,  but  we  cannot  lay  them  down, 
except  we  come  into  the  camp  of  our  enemies.  You 
know  very  well  that  in  a  party  like  this,  although  it  is 
large  now,  if  only  one  turns  back,  another  and  another 
will  follow,  until  few  or  none  are  left.  And  it  is  for  this 
reason  that  you  have  joined  us ;  that  you  may  draw  off 
our  young  men,  and  thus  compel  us  to  return  without 
having  done  anything.” 

After  he  had  thus  spoken,  Ta-bush-sha,  whatever  he 
may  have  felt,  made  no  sign,  nor  spoke  any  word,  but 
rose,  and  turning  his  face  towards  his  own  country, 
departed  with  his  twenty  men. 

The  chief  of  the  Muskegoes  and  the  principal  men 
sat  silently  together,  and  then  they  saw  one  and  another 
of  their  own  young  men  get  up  and  follow  the  Ojib- 
beways. 

In  the  first  moments,  the  departure  of  Ta-bush-sha 
roused  some  indignation  in  the  breasts  of  some  of  the 
Muskegoes,  and  two  or  three  of  them  actually  raised 
their  guns  and  fired  after  the  retiring  Ojibbeways. 
Some  of  these  were  preparing  to  resent  this,  but  their 
leader,  being  always  a  cool  and  prudent  man,  repressed 
their  ardour,  for  if  blood  had  been  shed  they  might  all 
have  been  slain  by  the  more  numerous  Muskegoes.  So 
they  departed  in  silence,  and  those  who  had  fired  upon 
them  returned  to  the  camp.  As  for  the  old  chief, 
A-gus-ko-gaut,  with  a  few  of  his  faithful  councillors  he 
continued  to  sit  upon  the  ground,  upon  the  same  spot 
where  he  had  listened  to  the  speech  of  Ta-bush-sha; 
and  when  he  saw  his  band  gradually  fall  away,  till  only 
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five  remained  out  of  sixty,  the  old  mail  bowed  his  head 
and  wept. 

I  had  retired  to  a  little  distance  from  the  chief,  and 
remained  there  during  the  whole  time.  When  I  saw 
the  result  of  the  Ojibbeway  dodger’s  intrigue,  and  that 
the  old  man  was  deserted  by  his  own  people,  I  felt  pity 
and  indignation.  I  went  up  to  the  chief,  and  told  him, 
that  if  he  was  willing  to  go  on  himself,  I  would  ac¬ 
company  him,  if  no  other  would.  My  brother  Wa-me- 
gon-a-biew  had  already  gone  with  the  deserters.  The 
other  men  who  remained  sitting  with  him  were  his 
personal  friends,  and  would  have  gone  if  he  had  wished 
it ;  but  he  said  he  feared  we  could  do  very  little  if  so 
few  in  number,  and  the  Sioux  would  certainly  cut  us 
off  when  they  learned  the  weakness  of  our  party. 
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So  the  expedition  was  abandoned,  and  every  man 
sought  to  return  home  by  the  most  speedy  and  con¬ 
venient  way,  no  longer  paying  the  least  regard  to  any¬ 
thing  except  to  his  own  safety  and  comfort.  I  soon 
overtook  my  brother,  and  with  three  other  men  we 
formed  a  party  to  return  in  company.  We  chose  a 
route  different  from  that  taken  by  most  of  the  others, 
and  finding  game  abundant  we  did  not  suffer  from 
hunger.  In  four  days  we  reached  Large  Wood  River, 
which  runs  from  a  mountainous  region,  taking  a  long 
course  through  prairie,  and  some  miles  passing  under¬ 
ground,  finally  joining  the  Red  River.  Near  this  river 
we  killed  one  of  the  common  red  deer,  said  to  be 
abundant  near  the  Ohio,  but  which  are  rarely  seen  so  far 
north.  When  we  reached  home  I  had  only  seven  balls 
left,  and  as  there  was  no  trader  near  I  could  get  no 
more ;  but  I  was  extremely  careful,  and  on  several 
occasions,  after  shooting  a  moose  or  elk,  I  recovered 
the  ball,  which  does  not  always  pass  through,  and  may 
be  used  again.  With  my  seven  balls  I  killed  double 
the  number  of  game.  When  the  supply  began  to 
diminish,  towards  the  fall,  I  went  to  the  trading-house 
at  Mouse  River  to  get  ammunition  and  various  goods 
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that  we  required  in  our  lodge.  My  brother  went  with 
me,  and  when  there,  he  told  me  he  had  determined  to 
go  and  live  by  himself  with  his  family.  He  had  spoken 
to  Net-no-kwa,  who  preferred  remaining  with  me. 

Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  while  outwardly  friendly,  had 
long  shown  a  want  of  affection  to  me,  and  I  have  had 
occasion  to  mention  his  want  of  respect  and  considera¬ 
tion  for  the  old  woman.  Still  we  had  lived  as  brothers 
all  these  years ;  and  now  an  event  occurred  which 
enabled  me  to  save  his  life,  and  to  give  him  at  least 
good  ground  for  knowing  my  friendship  and  regard  for 
him  as  the  son  of  Net-no-kwa. 

At  the  Mouse  River  trading-house  we  met  with 
some  members  of  a  family  that  had  quarrelled,  in  times 
long  past,  with  the  predecessors  of  our  house.  These 
family  feuds  are  kept  up  from  father  to  son,  and  for 
generations  the  fire  of  revenge  may  be  smouldering, 
ready  to  burst  forth  if  opportunity  comes,  even  if  no 
new  provocation  is  given.  These  men  did  not  know 
me,  but  they  in  some  way  recognised  in  my  brother 
the  son  of  a  hostile  house.  They  belonged  to  a  band 
at  the  trading  station,  strangers  to  us,  and  too  power¬ 
ful  for  us  to  resist  openly. 

Some  one  warned  us  that  these  men  had  been  heard 
to  threaten  to  kill  my  brother.  As  we  could  not  avoid 
being  thrown  more  or  less  into  their  power,  I  thought 
it  best  to  try  to  conciliate  their  goodwill,  or,  at  least, 
purchase  the  forbearance  of  some  of  them  by  a  present, 
and  by  using  the  influence  of  hospitality.  So  we  pro¬ 
cured  two  kegs  of  whisky,  and  took  them  to  this  band. 
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disguising  our  having  heard  of  any  ill-will  or  ill-design 
on  their  part.  One  of  the  kegs  I  gave  specially  to  the 
head  of  the  family  who  nursed  the  old  feud,  and  had 
made  the  threat  of  which  we  heard.  The  other  keg 
was  broached  at  once  by  the  band,  and  as  some  of 
them  probably  knew  nothing  of  the  feud,  we  began 
apparently  to  be  all  very  jovial  together. 

While  the  drinking  was  going  on  I  noticed  one  man, 
who,  with  great  show  of  cordiality,  invited  and  urged 
my  brother  to  drink  with  him,  and  pretended  to  drink 
along  with  him.  In  order  the  more  effectually  to 
disarm  suspicion  and  throw  my  brother  off  his  guard, 
the  fellow  began  to  act  like  a  drunken  man,  though  I 
could  see  that  he  was  quite  sober,  and  knew  that  he 
had  taken  very  little  liquor  indeed.  It  was  not 
difficult  to  see  through  his  design,  and  I  determined 
to  be  on  the  watch,  and  to  protect  my  brother,  if 
possible,  from  the  mischief  plotted  against  him. 

We  had,  in  hope  of  securing  the  friendship  of  the 
Cree  family,  made  our  fire  very  near  theirs,  and  as 
I  saw  that  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  was  becoming  too  drunk 
to  have  much  discretion,  I  withdrew  him  to  our  camp. 
The  man  who  had  pretended  to  be  drunk  could  not 
decently  throw  off  his  disguise  in  a  moment,  which  he 
must  have  done  had  he  hindered  my  withdrawal  of 
my  brother.  He  let  us  go;  but  we  had  scarce  reached 
our  lodge,  and  I  had  just  laid  him  down,  when  I  found 
myself  surrounded  by  a  number  of  men,  with  guns 
and  knives,  and  they  spoke  openly  of  killing  Wa-me- 
gon-a-biew.  Fortunately,  as  it  now  turned  out,  our 
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present  of  spirits  had  nearly  overcome  the  senses  of 
all  this  menacing  band,  with  the  exception  of  the  man 
already  mentioned,  who  had  evidently  been  charged 
with  the  duty  of  the  assassination,  and  who  alone  being 
sober,  I  regarded  as  the  most  formidable  of  the  band. 
Two  of  them  approaching  as  if  to  stab  Wa-me-gon-a- 
biew,  I  stepped  between  and  prevented  them ;  upon 
which  they  seized  me  by  the  arms,  which  I  allowed 
them  to  do  without  any  resistance  on  my  part.  I  knew 
that  if  they  were  going  to  stab  me,  they  must  let  go 
at  least  one  hand  each,  and  I  could  then  better  make 
an  effort  to  escape  from  them.  I  grasped  firmly  in  my 
right  hand,  concealed  under  my  blanket,  a  large  and 
strong  knife,  on  which  I  placed  great  reliance.  Very 
soon  after  they  had  seized  me,  the  Indian  on  my  left, 
still  holding  my  left  hand  by  his,  raised  his  knife  in  his 
right  hand  to  strike  me  in  the  ribs.  His  companion, 
who  was  more  drunk,  having  felt  his  belt  for  his  own 
knife,  found  that  he  had  dropped  it,  and  calling  to  his 
companion  to  wait  till  he  could  find  his  knife  that  he 
might  kill  me,  let  go  my  right  hand  and  went  towards 
the  fire  to  look  for  his  knife.  This  was  my  opportunity, 
and  with  a  sudden  spring  I  disengaged  myself  from  the 
one  who  still  held  my  left  hand,  at  the  same  time 
showing  him  a  glimpse  of  my  knife.  I  was  now  free, 
and  could  have  escaped,  but  I  could  not  leave  Wa-me- 
gon-a-biew  in  a  situation  where  to  be  left  alone  was 
certain  death.  The  Indians  seemed  for  a  moment 
astonished  at  my  resistance  and  escape,  and  not  less 
so  when  they  saw  me  catch  up  the  helpless  body  of 
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my  companion,  and  at  two  or  three  leaps  pass  out  of 
their  reach  and  place  him  in  a  canoe.  I  lost  no  time 
in  getting  to  the  trading-house,  which  was  not  far 
from  their  camp.  Why  they  did  not  fire  upon  me 
before  I  was  out  of  the  light  of  their  camp  fire,  I 
cannot  tell ;  the  whole  thing  was  over  in  a  short  time  : 
perhaps  they  were  intimidated  at  seeing  me  so  well 
armed,  so  active,  and  so  entirely  sober,  which  last 
circumstance  gave  me  an  evident  advantage  over  most 
of  them. 

Wa-me-gon-a-biew  for  some  time  showed  himself 
fully  sensible  of  the  risk  I  had  run  in  saving  his  life, 
and  had  more  brotherly  feeling  towards  me.  He  soon 
afterwards  left  me,  according  to  his  previous  deter¬ 
mination,  and  I  went  to  live  by  myself,  at  a  place 
on  the  Assineboin  River.  A  few  days  after  I  had 
been  there,  A-ke-wah-zains,  a  brother  of  Net-no-kwa, 
came  to  visit  at  our  lodge.  He  had  not  been  with 
us  long,  when  we  one  day  espied  a  very  old  man 
coming  up  the  river  in  a  small  wooden  canoe.  A-ke- 
wah-zains,  immediately  recognised  him  as  the  father  of 
the  young  men  from  whom  I  had  so  lately  rescued  my 
brother.  The  old  man  came  promptly  to  the  shore 
when  called,  but  it  soon  appeared  that  he  was  quite 
unaware  of  what  had  passed  between  his  sons  and  us. 
When  I  told  A-ke-wah-zains  all  about  it  he  was  exces¬ 
sively  enraged,  and,  but  for  my  interference  and  en¬ 
treaty,  he  might  have  killed  the  old  man  on  the  spot. 
I  was  content  to  allow  him  to  take  a  good  deal  of  the 
rum  which  the  old  man  had  brought  out  of  his  canoe, 
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to  which  I  helped  him  to  return  immediately,  and  urged 
his  departure,  as  I  knew  it  would  not  be  safe  to  remain 
among  us  after  his  liquor  had  begun  to  have  its  effect. 

The  same  evening  A-ke-wah-zains  asked  me  for  my 
gun,  which  was  a  long,  heavy,  excellent  one,  in  ex¬ 
change  for  his,  which  was  short  and  light.  I  was  un¬ 
willing  to  exchange,  although  I  did  not  as  yet  know  how 
great  was  the  disparity  between  the  two  pieces ;  and 
although  Net-no-kwa  was  unwilling  I  should  exchange, 
I  did  not  see  how  to  refuse,  because  such  refusal  of  a 
request  made  by  an  older  to  a  younger  man  is  rare 
among  the  Indians.  So  I  had  to  part  with  my  own 
gun,  and  go  out  with  the  old  man’s  piece.  My  first 
adventure  with  it  proved  its  worthlessness.  I  chased 
a  bear  into  a  low  poplar  tree,  after  firing  several  times 
without  appearing  to  do  him  any  harm.  I  was  at  last 
compelled  to  climb  into  the  tree,  and  put  the  muzzle 
of  my  gun  close  to  his  head  before  I  could  kill  him. 

A  few  days  afterwards,  as  I  was  hunting,  I  started 
at  the  same  moment  an  elk  and  three  young  bear  cubs  ; 
the  latter  running  into  a  tree.  I  shot  at  the  bears,  and 
two  of  them  fell.  As  I  thought  one  or  both  of  them 
must  be  only  wounded,  I  sprang  forward  immediately 
towards  the  trunk  of  the  tree,  but  had  scarcely  reached 
it  when  I  saw  the  old  she-bear  come  jumping  in  an 
opposite  direction.  She  caught  up  the  cub  which  had 
fallen  nearest  her,  while  she  stood  on  her  hind  feet, 
holding  it  as  a  woman  holds  her  child.  She  looked 
at  it  for  a  moment,  sniffed  the  ball  hole  which  was  in 
its  belly,  and  perceiving  it  was  dead,  dashed  it  down, 
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and  came  directly  towards  me,  gnashing  her  teeth  and 
now  walking  so  erect  that  her  head  stood  as  high  as 
mine.  All  this  was  so  sudden  that  I  had  scarcely 
re-loaded  my  gun,  when  she  was  close  to  the  muzzle, 
having  had  only  time  to  raise  it.  I  now  saw  the 
necessity  of  a  lesson  I  had  been  early  taught  by  the 
Indian  hunters,  and  which  I  rarely  neglected,  namely, 
after  discharging  my  gun,  to  think  of  nothing  else 
before  loading  it  again.  Firing  at  so  close  quarters 
left  the  bear  no  chance,  and  she  instantly  was  rolled 
over. 

At  this  period  I  had  a  good  deal  of  practice  in  bear¬ 
hunting.  They  seemed  to  be  plentiful  in  the  woods. 
I  killed  above  twenty,  notwithstanding  the  poorness 
of  my  gun.  One  old  she-bear  was  quite  white,  and 
had  four  cubs,  one  white  with  red  eyes  and  red  nails, 
like  herself,  one  brown,  and  two  black.  In  size  and 
other  respects  she  was  the  same  as  the  common  black 
bear,  being  what  is  called  an  albino.  The  fur  of  the 
black  is  not  so  highly  valued  as  the  red  by  the  trader. 
I  had  a  narrow  escape  on  one  occasion.  I  came  upon 
a  bear  in  his  hole,  not  very  far  from  our  lodge.  I  shot 
him,  and  waiting  for  the  smoke  to  clear  away,  as  he 
was  lying  perfectly  still  at  the  bottom,  I  supposed  he 
was  dead,  and  jumped  down  to  prepare  to  draw  him 
out.  My  body  filling  the  hole  so  as  to  exclude  the 
light,  I  did  not  perceive  he  was  still  alive  till  I  laid  my 
hand  upon  him.  On  this,  he  turned  and  sprang  upon 
me ;  I  retreated  as  fast  as  I  could,  but  he  was  equally 
nimble,  and  as  I  ran  I  could  feel  his  breath  at  one  time 
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warm  on  my  neck  while  snapping  his  teeth,  so  near 
did  he  get.  He  might  have  seized  me  then,  and  I 
cannot  understand  why  he  did  not.  I  hjid  caught  up 
my  gun  as  I  leaped  from  the  mouth  of  the  den.  He 
still  pursued,  though  I  had  made  a  spurt  when  the 
sensation  of  his  breath  so  near  had  startled  me,  and 
had  now  gained  a  little  distance.  My  first  fire  wounded 
him  and  caused  him  to  stop,  and  I  soon  killed  him. 
I  was  ever  afterwards  very  cautious  about  going  into 
bears’  holes  without  first  being  certain  that  the  animals 
were  dead. 

As  the  sugar  season  came  on  we  went  to  Buffalo- 
Hump  Lake,  two  days’  journey  from  the  head  of  the 
Pembinah  River,  to  hunt  beavers.  We  took  our  wives 
to  the  hunting  grounds,  but  left  Net-no-kwa,  with  the 
children  to  make  sugar.  It  was  our  object  to  kill 
beaver  enough  to  enable  us  to  purchase  each  a  good 
horse,  intending  to  accompany  the  war-party  against 
the  Sioux  in  the  ensuing  summer. 

In  ten  days  I  killed  forty-two  fine  and  large  beavers, 
and  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  nearly  as  many.  With  these 
we  went  to  the  Mouse  River  trading-house  to  buy 
horses.  Mr.  McKie  had  promised  me,  the  last  time 
I  was  there,  to  sell  me  a  very  strong  and  beautiful  horse 
of  his  which  I  had  seen,  and  I  was  much  dissatisfied 
when  I  found  that  the  horse  had  been  sold  to  the  North- 
West  Company.  I  told  him  that  since  the  horse  had 
gone  there,  the  beavers  might  go  there  also.  On  cross¬ 
ing  to  the  other  side  I  bought  a  large  grey  mare  for 
thirty  beaver  skins.  This  was  in  some  respects  as  good 
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a  horse  as  the  other,  but  it  did  not  please  me  so  well, 
Wa-me-gon-a-biew  also  bought  a  horse  from  the 
Indians,  and .  then  we  returned  to  Great  Wood  River, 
to  look  for  old  Net-no-kwa,  but  she  had  gone  to  Red 
River,  whither  we  followed  her.  My  horse  caused  me 
much  trouble,  as  will  appear  by-and-by,  but  I  must  not 
anticipate. 

We  remained  some  time  at  the  mouth  of  the  As- 
sineboin  River,  and  many  Indians  gathered  round  us  ; 
among  them  some  of  my  wife’s  relations,  whom  I  had 
not  before  seen.  Among  them  was  an  uncle,  who  was 
a  cripple,  and  had  for  years  scarcely  been  able  to  walk. 
He  had  heard  of  me  only  that  I  was  a  white  man,  and 
supposed  that  I  could  not  hunt.  When  he  saw  my 
wife,  he  said  to  her,  “  Well,  I  hear  you  are  married  ;  does 
your  husband  ever  kill  any  game  ?  ”  This  he  said  in  a 
sneering  incredulous  tone,  and  my  wife  answered  him 
in  the  same  spirit :  “Yes,”  said  she,  “if  a  moose  or  elk 
has  lost  his  road,  or  wants  to  die,  and  comes  and  stands 
at  our  door  or  in  his  path,  he  will  sometimes  kill  him  !  ” 
“  Oh,  he  has  gone  to  hunt  to-day,  has  he  not  ?  If  he 
kills  anything,  I  beg  you  will  give  me  the  skin  to  make 
some  moccasins.”  This  he  said  in  derision ;  but  on  my 
return,  on  being  told,  I  gave  him  the  skin  of  the  elk 
I  had  killed  that  day,  to  make  his  moccasins,  at  which 
he  was  much  surprised  and  pleased.  Continuing  to  be 
successful  the  next  few  days,  I  gave  game  to  all  my 
wife’s  relations,  and  soon  heard  no  more  of  their  ridicule, 
but  was  regarded  by  them  with  respect. 

After  some  time  the  game  was  exhausted,  and  we 
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found  it  necessary  to  disperse  in  various  directions.  1 
went  about  ten  miles  up  the  Assineboin,  when  we 
found  two  lodges.  These  people  were  also  relatives  of 
my  wife.  When  we  first  arrived,  the  wife  of  the  chief 
man  happened  to  be  cooking  a  moose’s  tongue  for  her 
husband,  whom  she  expected  soon  to  return  from 
hunting.  This  she  gave  us  immediately,  and  would 
perhaps  have  further  relieved  our  want,  had  not  the 
men  arrived.  After  this  they  gave  us  nothing ;  although 
the  children  were  crying,  and  there  seemed  plenty  of 
meat  about  their  lodges.  It  was  now  late,  and  I  was 
too  much  fatigued  to  go  out  hunting  that  evening ; 
nevertheless,  I  would  not  suffer  our  women  to  purchase 
meat  from  them,  as  they  wished  to  do.  I  saw  these 
people  considered  us  poor  and  helpless ;  and  by  an  in¬ 
hospitality  unusual  among  Indians  even  towards  com¬ 
plete  strangers,  they  meant  to  treat  us  in  a  way  that 
we  must  move  away  from  quickly.  So,  at  the  earliest 
appearance  of  dawn  in  the  morning,  I  took  my  gun, 
and,  standing  at  the  door  of  the  lodge,  I  said  purposely 
in  a  loud  voice,  “  Can  none  but  Po-ko-taw-ga-maw 
(which  was  the  chief’s  name)  kill  game?”  My  wife 
came  out  of  the  lodge  and  handed  me  a  piece  of  dried 
meat  which  she  had  made  her  sister  take  for  me.  By 
this  time  several  of  the  people  had  come  out  of  the 
lodges,  and  I  threw  the  piece  of  meat  from  me  among 
the  dogs,  saying,  “  Shall  such  food  as  this  be  offered 
to  my  wife  and  children,  when  there  are  plenty  of  elks 
in  the  woods  ?  ”  Before  noon  I  had  killed  two  fat  elks, 
and  brought  back  to  the  camp  a  heavy  load  of  meat. 
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There  was  a  wonderful  change  from  that  time  in  their 
treatment  of  us,  and  we  were  pressed  to  stay,  which  we 
did  for  the  short  time  it  was  convenient  for  us.  We 
wanted  to  select  some  good  skins  of  elk  and  moose  for 
making  moccasins.  Those  taken  in  the  woods  make 
better  leather  than  the  skins  of  animals  in  the  open 
prairies,  which  are  less  strong  and  suited  for  this 
purpose. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


As  we  were  travelling  one  day  through  the  prairie  we 
saw  at  a  distance,  coming  in  our  direction,  a  man  loaded 
with  baggage,  and  having  two  of  the  large  drums  called 
Ta-wa-e-gun-num,  used  in  the  observances  of  the  reli¬ 
gious  ceremony  called  Waw-be-no.  We  looked  to  our 
young  women  for  an  explanation,  as  we  soon  recognised 
the  approaching  traveller  to  be  no  other  than  Pich-e-to, 
one  of  the  band  of  inhospitable  relatives  we  had  lately 
left.  The  face  of  Squaw-shish,  the  Bow-we-tig  girl, 
betrayed  the  consciousness  of  some  knowledge  respect¬ 
ing  the  motives  of  Pich-e-to.  He  soon  came  up,  with 
his  two  drums,  and  stopped  with  us.  Old  Net-no-kwa 
was  not  backward  in  inquiring  what  had  brought  him, 
and  when  she  found  that  his  designs  extended  no 
farther  than  to  the  Bow-we-tig  girl,  she  gave  her  con¬ 
sent  to  the  match,  and  they  were  married,  continuing 
with  us  for  some  time.  He  behaved  quietly,  and  did 
not,  when  with  us,  make  any  parade  of  the  religion 
of  which  he  was  a  professor.  I  remember  only  that  one 
night  when  there  was  a  great  thunderstorm,  Pich-e-to 
became  terribly  alarmed,  and  got  up  and  offered  some 
tobacco  to  the  thunder,  as  if  it  were  the  voice  of  a  living 
being,  and  entreating  it  to  stop.  This  was  from  his  own 
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personal  fear  and  superstition,  and  had  nothing  to  do 
with  the  Waw-be-no,  a  false  and  mischievous  religion 
then  in  some  vogue  among  the  young  Ojibbeways  and 
other  tribes,  although  discountenanced  by  the  older  and 
more  respectable  Indians. 

The  ceremonies  of  the  Waw-be-no  are  attended  with 
much  noise  and  irregularity.  The  feasts  differ  from  all 
other  Indian  feasts  in  being  held  in  the  night,  and  in 
the  exhibition  of  many  tricks  with  fire,  by  the  chiefs  of 
the  sect.  The  initiated  take  red-hot  embers  in  their 
hands,  and  sometimes  put  hot  stones  in  their  mouths. 
Sometimes  they  put  powder  on  the  insides  of  their 
hands,  first  moistening  them  to  make  it  stick  ;  then  by 
rubbing  them  on  coals,  or  a  red-hot  stone,  they  make 
the  powder  burn.  Occasionally  one  of  the  principal  per¬ 
formers  has  a  kettle  brought  and  set  down  before  him, 
which  is  taken  boiling  from  the  fire,  and  before  it  has 
time  to  cool  he  plunges  his  hands  to  the  bottom,  and 
brings  up  a  piece  of  flesh  that  had  purposely  been  put 
there.  He  then,  while  it  is  yet  smoking  or  steaming 
hot,  tears  the  flesh  with  his  teeth,  dancing  and  capering 
about  all  the  time. 

These  performances  prove  that  the  founders  of  this 
sect  are  a  set  of  juggling  impostors,  who  have  per¬ 
suaded  the  ignorant  that  they  possess  supernatural 
power.  It  is  on  the  same  principle  that  medicine  men 
and  prophets  obtain  honour  and  influence,  the  know¬ 
ledge  possessed  by  them  being  made  power.  In  the 
case  of  the  Waw-be-no  fire-eaters  and  fire-handlers,  the 
knowledge  is  that  of  a  preparation  of  certain  herbs, 
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which  make  the  parts  to  which  it  is  applied  less 
sensible  to  heat.  One  of  these  plants  is  a  species  of 
yarrow  or  millefoil ;  another  grows  on  the  prairies. 
These  plants  they  mix  and  bruise,  or  chew  together, 
and  rub  over  their  hands  and  arms.  The  yarrow 
poultice  is  a  common  remedy  for  burns;  but  when 
mixed  with  some  other  herb,  not  so  well  known,  the 
mixture  certainly  gives  to  the  skin,  even  of  the  lips  and 
the  tongue,  wonderful  power  of  resisting  the  effects  of 
fire. 

The  Waw-be-no  is  not,  however,  confined  to  these 
juggling  exhibitions.  The  performers  are  a  crafty  and 
unprincipled  set,  and  the  night  festivals  are  the  source 
of  much  evil,  excited  by  the  singing  and  dancing,  and 
drink  when  they  can  get  it.  The  drum  is  made  of  a 
portion  of  the  trunk  of  a  tree,  hollowed  by  fire,  and 
with  skin  tied  tightly  over  it.  There  is  no  music,  but 
much  noise  and  disturbance.  No  wonder  that  the 
sedater  Indians  set  their  faces  against  the  Waw-be-no, 
which  gradually  fell  into  disrepute. 

I  may  here  introduce  some  account  of  the  other  chief 
feasts  and  festivals  common  among  the  Indians. 
Before  the  whites  introduced  regular  trade  for  the  pro¬ 
ceeds  of  their  hunting,  and  brought  among  them  the 
general  use  of  intoxicating  drinks,  the  assembling  for 
feasts  was  the  principal  and  most  favourite  source  of 
excitement  in  times  of  peace.  When  game  was  plenti¬ 
ful  feasts  were  frequent,  and  the  man  who  gave  many 
feasts  was  accounted  a  great  man.  They  used  to 
assemble  for  feasting  on  many  special  occasions.  I 
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have  already  mentioned  the  custom  of  feasting  when 
a  young  hunter  kills  his  first  animal,  and  the  greater  the 
game,  such  as  a  moose  or  a  buffalo,  the  greater  the 
entertainment.  There  are  feasts  also  at  marriages, 
at  the  naming  of  children,  and  in  celebrating  other 
family  events.  There  is  also  the  feast  with  the  dead, 
eaten  at  the  graves  of  deceased  relatives  or  friends. 
At  these  each  person,  before  he  eats,  cuts  off  a  small 
portion  of  flesh,  and  casts  it  into  the  fire,  round  which 
they  sit.  The  smoke  and  smell  of  these  offerings,  they 
say,  attracts  the  Je-bi  or  spirits  to  come,  unseen,  and 
to  eat  with  them. 

The  war  feast  is,  as  its  name  implies,  one  of  a  special 
and  occasional  kind.  It  is  made  before  starting,  or  on 
the  way  to  the  enemy’s  country.  There  may  be  four, 
or  eight,  or  twelve,  or  any  even  number  of  warriors  to 
partake  of  it,  but  never  an  odd  number,  which  would 
bring  evil  luck.  The  whole  animal,  whether  deer  or 
bear,  or  whatever  it  is,  being  cooked,  they  are  expected 
to  consume  the  entire  carcase.  Any  man  who  fails  to 
eat  his  share  is  liable  to  the  ridicule  of  his  gorman¬ 
dizing  companions,  and  compelled  to  do  his  best  (or 
worst),  just  as  in  other  countries  it  is  said  that  people 
compel  their  comrades  to  drink  to  excess.  If  a  man 
can  eat  no  more,  and  none  of  the  others  volunteer  to 
help  to  consume  the  portion,  he  is  compelled  to  give 
tobacco  or  something  as  a  forfeit,  and  if  there  are  others 
at  hand  they  are  called  to  finish  the  food.  They  are 
very  careful  throughout  this  feast  that  no  bone  of  the 
animal  eaten  shall  be  broken,  the  reason  assigned  being 
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that  they  may  signify  to  the  great  Spirit  their  desire 
and  hope  of  returning  home  to  their  own  country  with 
their  bones  uninjured.  The  bones  are  carefully  tied  up 
and  hung  on  a  tree,  after  the  flesh  is  stripped  off  as 
clean  as  possible. 

Under  the  name  of  the  Metai  are  included  the  feasts 
and  ceremonies  belonging  to  the  moat  important  of  the 
Indian  ideas  of  religion.  There  is  no  order  or  caste  of 
priests  among  them.  The  medicine  men  who  subsist 
and  gain  influence,  partly  by  some  knowledge  of  the 
use  of  remedies,  but  chiefly  by  practising  on  their 
credulity,  have  the  nearest  resemblance  to  a  priestly 
caste.  They  sell  charms  or  medicines  for  ensuring 
success  in  war,  or  in  hunting,  or  in  gaining  the  affection 
of  the  females,  and  for  other  purposes.  Sometimes  a 
man  has  ascendency  through  pretending  to  interpret 
dreams,  or  to  receive  revelations  from  the  great  Spirit, 
and  is  reverenced  as  a  prophet  or  seer.  If  there  are  no 
medicine  men  or  prophets  of  great  repute  at  hand,  some 
of  the  aged  men,  esteemed  to  possess  wisdom  and  ex¬ 
perience,  are  chosen  as  chiefs  for  the  Metai.  The 
guests  are  invited  by  a  Me-zhin-no-way,  or  business 
man  of  a  chief,  who  delivers  to  each  a  small  stick,  as  a 
form  of  invitation.  In  the  south,  small  pieces  of  cane 
are  thus  used ;  in  the  north,  quills  are  sometimes 
substituted,  which  are  dyed  and  kept  for  the  purpose. 
No  verbal  message  is  delivered  with  this  symbol.  Dogs 
are  always  included  in  the  food  at  the  feast,  from  a  belief 
that,  as  they  are  most  useful  animals  to  man,  they  will 
be  more  acceptable  to  the  divinities  than  any  other 
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animal.  They  believe  that  the  food  they  eat  on  these 
occasions,  in  some  way  ascends,  in  invisible  offering, 
to  the  great  Spirit.  Songs  are  sung  during  the  feast 
and  addresses  made  by  the  old  men,  mostly  traditiona1 
narratives,  intermixed  with  strange  accounts  of  various 
persons  of  their  mythology,  and  occasional  moral  or 
prudential  precepts  and  exhortations.  Whenever  the 
name  of  the  great  Spirit  is  referred  to,  all  the  audience,  it 
still  in  sober  condition,  respond  by  a  cry  of  Kwa-ho-ho- 
ho-ho  !  the  first  syllable  uttered  in  quick  loud  tone,  the 
after  syllables  fainter  and  quicker  till  ended  in  a  low 
breath  or  whisper.  The  songs  are  chiefly  rhapsodies  of 
personal  boasting,  as  to  knowledge  or  adventure,  by 
which  the  aged  astonish  or  encourage  the  younger 
guests.  As  many  of  the  ceremonies  are  fast  becoming 
obsolete,  and  as  they  vary  in  different  parts,  it  would 
be  waste  of  space  to  go  into  greater  details.  I  have 
been  led  to  say  thus  much,  in  consequence  of  the 
reference  to  the  Waw-be-no,  when  Pich-e-to  came  to 
us,  and  took  as  his  wife  the  Bow-we-tig  girl,  who  had 
lived  with  us  since  she  was  adopted  by  old  Net-no- 
kwa. 

Sometimes,  when  sitting  round  the  camp  or  the  lodge 
fire,  stories  or  legends  are  told,  interspersed  with  songs. 
Adventures  of  war  or  the  chase,  and  affairs  of  love,  are 
principally  the  subjects  of  these  stories.  There  is  often 
a  great  amount  of  humour  shown,  and  at  times  the  tale, 
as  fables  ought  to  do,  is  made  to  convey  a  practical 
lesson.  Here  is  one  which  teaches  young  girls  the 
danger  of  coquetry,  and  gives  warning  against  un- 
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due  admiration  of  unknown  strangers,  and  of  finery  of 
dress. 

There  lived,  once  upon  a  time,  in  a  village  of  the 
Ojibbeways,  a  noted  beauty,  who  was  the  admiration 
of  all  the  young  hunters  and  warriors  of  the  tribe.  She 
was  particularly  admired  by  a  young  man,  who  from  his 
good  figure,  and  the  care  he  took  in  adorning  his  person, 
was  named  Ma-mon-da-gin-ine,  which  we  may  interpret 
Beau-man. 

This  young  man  had  a  companion  and  friend,  whom 
he  made  a  confidant  of  his  affairs.  “  Come,”  said  he, 
one  day,  in  a  sportive  mood,  “  let  us  go  a-courting  to 
her  who  is  so  handsome  ;  perhaps  she  may  fancy  one 
of  us.”  But  she  would  listen  to  neither  of  them,  and 
treated  them  with  cool  indifference.  When  the  hand¬ 
some  young  man  rallied  from  the  rebuff,  and  en¬ 
deavoured  again  to  press  his  suit,  she  put  together  her 
thumb  and  three  fingers,  and  gracefully  raising  her 
hand  towards  him,  opened  them  contemptuously  in  his 
face.  This  gesticulation  with  the  thumb  and  fingers 
denotes  supreme  scorn,  and  decided  rejection,  so  that 
the  young  hunter  had  to  withdraw,  confused  and 
abashed.  His  pride  was  deeply  wounded,  and  he  was 
the  more  piqued  because  this  had  been  done  in  the  pre¬ 
sence  of  others,  and  the  affair  was  soon  noised  abroad, 
and  became  the  talk  of  every  lodge  circle.  Being  of  a 
very  sensitive  disposition,  the  rejection  of  his  suit  so 
preyed  upon  him  that  he  became  melancholy.  He  was 
moody  and  silent,  sometimes  for  days  together  scarcely 
speaking  a  word,  and  taking  little  or  no  food.  At  last 
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this  told  upon  his  health,  and  he  became  ill,  and  kept  to 
his  bed.  No  efforts  could  rouse  him  from  this  state. 
Feeling  abashed  and  dishonoured,  he  no  longer  wished 
to  go  abroad,  and  could  scarcely  endure  to  be  seen  by 
his  relatives  in  their  own  lodge. 

Presently  the  time  came  for  moving  and  breaking  up 
the  camp,  for  the  winter  hunting  season  was  over,  and 
the  spring  warned  them  to  go  towards  the  place  of  their 
summer  encampment.  No  persuasion  could  induce  the 
young  man  to  arise,  and  prepare  for  departure.  As 
they  saw  him  so  determined,  they  put  some  dried  food 
within  reach,  and  left  him  there,  lying  upon  his  deer¬ 
skin  couch.  The  last  to  leave  him  was  his  boon  com¬ 
panion  and  friend,  a  relative  of  his  own,  who  has  already 
been  mentioned  as  also  an  admirer  of  the  Indian  belle. 
But  even  his  voice  was  unheeded,  and  as  soon  as  the 
sound  of  his  retiring  footsteps  ceased,  the  stillness  and 
solitude  of  the  wilderness  reigned  around. 

But  now,  when  all  had  departed,  and  the  young  man 
felt  that  no  help  was  near,  and  that  death  must  soon 
come  to  him  if  he  remained  where  he  lay,  his  thoughts 
became  troubled  within  him.  He  began  to  pray  to  his 
moneto  or  guardian  spirit,  who  heard  his  appeal,  and 
put  into  his  mind  a  plan  by  which  he  might  punish  and 
humble  the  haughty  girl  who  had  brought  him  so  low. 
The  idea  worked  in  his  mind,  and  soon  roused  him  to 
action.  The  evil  spirit  had  prompted  him  to  carry  out 
a  stratagem,  in  order  to  obtain  revenge. 

Rising  from  his  couch,  he  walked  over  the  ground 
of  the  deserted  camp,  and  gathered  all  the  bits  of  cloth. 
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feathers,  and  other  scraps  of  finery  which  he  could  see. 
The  motley  heap  of  gaudy  but  soiled  stuff  he  cleaned 
as  best  he  could,  and  with  much  labour  put  them  into 
shape,  and  clothed  them  with  coat  and  leggings,  trimmed 
with  beads,  and  decorated  after  the  fashion  of  his  tribe. 
He  had  a  spare  pair  of  moccasins,  which  he  also  gar¬ 
nished  with  beads,  and  got  ready  a  bow  and  arrows,  and 
a  frontlet  and  feathers  for  the  head.  The  mass  was 
still  very  loose  and  rough  looking,  so  he  searched  for 
bones,  and  scraps  of  meat,  and  offal,  and  dirt  of  all  kind 
to  fill  up  spaces,  cementing  the  whole  with  snow,  which 
he  could  knead  in  its  half-thawed  state,  and  which 
would  soon  harden  into  a  solid  mass.  So,  having  filled 
the  clothes  with  these  things,  and  pressed  the  mass 
firmly  together,  it  appeared  in  the  form  of  a  tall,  well¬ 
framed  man,  attired  in  gala  dress,  as  if  for  the  chase. 
And  the  evil  spirit,  his  guardian  and  counsellor,  gave  a 
certain  amount  of  life  to  this  Moowis,  or  Rag  and  Dirt 
man,  who  had  thus  been  fashioned. 

“  Now,  follow  me,”  said  the  Beau-man,  “  and  I  will 
direct  you,  and  tell  you  what  to  do.” 

So  they  followed  the  trail  of  the  tribe,  and  came  up 
to  their  camp  in  the  evening,  when  the  failing  light  was 
all  the  better  for  the  deception  about  to  take  place.  As 
they  entered  the  camp,  all  were  pleased  to  see  the 
young  man,  and  said  that  he  already  looked  more  like 
himself  again.  But  he  obtained  little  notice,  for  all  eyes 
were  struck  by  his  companion  ;  tall,  silent,  and  digni¬ 
fied  ;  with  clothes  so  many-coloured,  and  covered  with 
such  profusion  and  variety  of  ornament,  for  the  Indians 
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do  not  estimate  intrinsic  value,  but  judge  by  the  gaudy 
show  that  is  made.  The  chief  invited  the  stranger  to 
his  lodge,  and  prepared  for  him  a  feast  of  moose  hump, 
and  the  finest  venison. 

No  one  of  those  who  saw  the  attractive  stranger 
admired  him  more  than  Ma-mon-da-go-kwa,  the  Indian 
belle.  She  fell  in  love  with  him  at  first  sight,  and  got 
her  mother  to  invite  him  to  their  lodge,  on  the  evening 
after  his  arrival.  The  Beau  went  with  him,  for  it  was 
under  his  patronage  that  he  had  been  introduced  ;  and 
in  truth  he  had  his  own  motive  for  going,  for  he  had  not 
wholly  lost  his  feelings  of  admiration  for  the  fair  one, 
against  whom  he  was  nevertheless  conspiring,  by  help 
of  necromantic  art.  He  was  prepared  to  reserve  him¬ 
self  for  any  favourable  turn  that  affairs  might  possibly 
take.  But  no  such  opportunity  occurred.  Moowis 
attracted  all  attention,  and  every  eye  and  heart  were 
alert  to  entertain  him.  He  was  placed  in  the  most 
prominent  seat  in  front  of  the  fire,  and  was  the  observed 
of  all  observers.  The  heat  began  to  make  him  feel 
uncomfortable  ;  as  well  it  might,  for  there  was  risk  of 
his  being  resolved  into  his  original  elements  of  rags  and 
dirt  and  snow,  and  so  his  true  character  be  revealed. 
He  pulled  a  boy  to  him,  and  put  him  as  a  screen  from 
the  fire.  He  shifted  his  position  frequently,  and  by 
turning  this  way  and  that  way,  by  dexterous  manoeuvres 
and  timely  remarks,  evaded  the  pressing  invitation  of 
his  host  to  sit  still  and  enjoy  himself.  At  last,  in  fear 
of  speedy  dissolution,  he  placed  himself  near  the  door 
of  the  lodge,  and  by  so  doing  increased  the  admiration 
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of  the  forest  maiden,  who  could  not  but  praise  the  brave 
spirit  of  endurance  which  could  resist  the  paralysing 
cold  in  that  part  of  the  lodge. 

Presently  the  mother  pressed  him  to  cross  to  the 
inmost  part  of  the  lodge,  and  to  take  the  coveted  Abinos, 
or  bridegroom’s  seat.  The  Beau,  on  seeing  this,  per¬ 
ceived  that  his  own  chance  was  over,  and  that  Moowis 
had  triumphed.  He  therefore  withdrew,  as  did  the 
other  guests  one  by  one,  and  Moowis  remained  as  one 
of  the  family.  Marriage  is  a  very  simple  ceremony 
among  the  Indians,  and  there  are  no  banns  to  be  asked 
or  forbidden.  The  dart  with  which  the  belle  had  often 
delighted  to  wound  others,  she  received  into  her  own 
heart.  She  had  married  not  a  true  man,  but  an  image. 

As  the  morning  dawned  the  stranger  arose,  and  took 
his  weapons,  saying  he  must  depart.  “  I  must  go,”  said 
he,  “  for  I  have  important  business  to  do  before  I  can 
settle  myself  in  a  lodge,  and  there  are  many  hills  to 
mount  and  streams  to  cross  before  I  come  to  the  end 
of  my  journey.”  “  I  will  go  with  you,”  she  said.  “  It  is 
too  far,”  he  replied,  “  and  you  are  not  able  to  undergo 
the  toils  and  encounter  the  perils  of  the  way.”  “  It  is 
not  so  far  but  that  I  can  go,”  she  said  ;  “  and  there  are 
no  toils  nor  dangers  that  I  am  not  ready  and  willing  to 
share  with  you.” 

Moowis  said  he  must  go  and  bid  his  friend  farewell. 
He  went  and  told  him  that  the  girl  wished  to  accom¬ 
pany  him  on  the  journey.  For  a  moment,  pity  filled 
the  heart  of  the  rejected  Beau.  He  regretted  that  she 
should  thus  have  cast  herself  away  upon  an  image  and 
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shadow,  when  she  might  have  been  mistress  of  a  good 
lodge  and  of  a  true  man.  “  But  it  is  her  own  folly,”  he 
said  ;  “she  has  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  the  counsels  of  pru¬ 
dence,  and  she  must  submit  to  her  fate.” 

That  same  morning  the  image  set  forth,  and  his  wife 
followed  behind  at  a  distance,  as  is  always  the  custom 
among  Indians.  The  way  was  rough  and  difficult,  and 
she  could  not  keep  up  with  his  rapid  pace  ;  but  she 
struggled  hard  and  perseveringly  to  follow  him.  He 
had  been  for  some  time  out  of  sight,  when  the  sun  now 
shone  with  piercing  heat,  and  commenced  upon  his 
snow-knit  body  the  work  of  dissolution.  He  began  to 
melt  away,  and  to  fall  in  pieces.  As  she  followed  him, 
piece  after  piece  of  the  raiment  which  she  recognised  as 
his,  and  the  ornaments  by  which  she  had  been  dazzled, 
were  found  in  the  path.  Then  she  saw  his  moccasins, 
and  his  leggings,  and  his  coat,  and  the  feathers  of  his 
head-dress.  As  the  heat  unbound  them  they  fell 
assunder,  and  they  all  returned  to  their  original  dirty 
and  base  condition.  The  way  led  over  rocks,  across 
marshes,  and  through  forests.  A  high  wind  arose  and 
seemed  to  whirl  from  all  points  of  the  compass,  so  that 
she  got  confused  and  lost  her  way.  Here  and  there  she 
still  found  rags,  and  bones,  and  beads,  and  feathers ;  but 
Moowis  she  never  caught  sight  of.  The  whole  day  she 
spent  in  wandering  in  her  vain  search,  for  she  had  long 
lost  every  track,  and  night  overtook  her  wearied  and  in 
despair.  With  bitter  cries  she  bewailed  her  fate,  but 
none  heard  her,  and  she  perished  in  the  woods  of  cold 
and  hunger.  “Moowis,  Moowis,  you  have  led  me 
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astray,  you  are  leading  me  astray,  and  here  I  must 
perish !  ” 

Then  the  Indian  girls  take  up  the  refrain,  at  the  end 
of  the  tragic  story,  and  sing : — 

“  Moowis  !  Moowis  ! 

Dost  thou  deceive  me? 

Hear  my  moan  ; 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  me 
All  alone,  all  alone  !  ” 

The  mention  of  the  Abinos,  or  the  bridegroom’s  seat, 
in  this  story,  leads  me  to  add  a  few  remarks  about  the 
arrangements  of  the  Indian  lodge.  It  was  by  the 
mother  that  he  was  installed  in  that  seat,  and  made  a 
member  of  the  family.  The  lodge  is  the  precinct  of  the 
wife’s  rule  and  government.  She  assigns  to  each  mem¬ 
ber  his  or  her  ordinary  place  to  sleep  and  put  their 
effects.  These  places  are  permanent,  and  only  changed 
at  her  will,  as  when  there  is  a  guest,  either  by  day  or 
night.  In  a  space  so  small  this  system  keeps  order, 
and  the  husband,  who  is  lord  in  the  field  and  the  forest, 
does  not  interfere  with  the  affairs  of  the  lodge,  where 
he  is  more  like  guest  than  master.  His  chief  duty  is 
to  find  food,  which  the  women  prepare  for  the  feast  or 
the  meal.  Hunting  is  his  chief  business,  with  the  de¬ 
fence  of  the  village,  the  preparation  of  implements  of 
hunting  or  war,  of  canoes  for  travelling,  and  other  out¬ 
door  work.  The  women  dress  the  skins,  weave  the 
mats  from  rushes,  gather  firewood,  and  perform  other 
domestic  work  less  suitable  for  men.  They  also  take 
a  principal  part  in  corn-planting  and  gathering,  and  in 
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sugar-making  at  the  season,  when  they  go  to  the  woods 
where  maple-trees  abound. 

The  usual  notion  of  the  women  being  almost  like 
slaves  of  the  men  is  not  in  accordance  with  fact.  In 
he  lodges  where  I  have  lived  the  mothers  and  wives 
have  rather  ruled  the  men,  and  some  of  them,  such  as 
Net-no-qua,  have  been  looked  up  to  with  respect  and 
obeisance  by  all  the  tribe.  The  labours  which  the 
women  are  seen  to  undertake  are  assumed  at  their  own 
will,  and  in  accordance  with  ancient  usage.  White 
people  who  have  seen  an  Indian  squaw  toiling  along 
behind  her  husband,  burdened  apparently  with  a  heavy 
load,  while  he  stalks  along  smoking  his  pipe,  have 
perhaps  judged  hastily  as  to  their  relation.  In  this  one 
matter  of  the  wife  trudging  in  the  rear,  the  origin  of  the 
custom  is  entirely  due  to  superstition.  It  is  an  un- 
propitious  omen  if  a  woman  ever  walks  in  the  path 
before  a  man.  If  she  cross  his  track  when  he  is  about 
to  set  out  on  a  hunting  or  a  war  expedition,  his  luck  is 
gone.  In  journeying,  it  is  natural  that  the  man  should 
be  in  advance  ;  but  the  position  of  the  squaw  is  not 
meant  to  denote  inferiority,  but  is  the  result  of  the 
superstitious  feeling  alluded  to.  Besides,  she  is  much 
fitter  for  bearing  burdens  than  the  erect,  quick-stepping 
hunter  or  warrior.  She  has  been  accustomed  to  carry 
the  children  slung  on  her  back,  and  the  habit  of  bearing 
the  papooses  enables  her  to  carry  easily  the  baggage 
which  would  impede  and  weary  the  man. 

Let  me  close  these  remarks  with  telling  of  a  burden 
once  carried  by  an  Indian  woman,  of  which  little  was 
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thought  by  her  own  people,  but  which  has  caused  her 
to  be  spoken  of  with  wonder  and  praise  by  white  men, 
on  hearing  of  it.  It  is  certainly  a  remarkable  instance 
of  filial  duty  and  affection. 

Gitchi-naigow,  a  Chippeway  chief,  had  long  been 
celebrated  as  a  leader  and  ruler  in  his  tribe.  He  had 
been  a  friend  of  the  French  in  the  time  of  their  supre¬ 
macy  in  Canada,  and  took  part  in  the  struggle  that 
followed  the  capture  of  Quebec  in  1759.  The  French 
called  him  Le  Grand  Sable,  or  The  Great  Sand  Chief. 
He  was  one  of  the  assailants  in  the  memorable  capture 
of  the  old  Fort  Mickilimackinac,  in  1763.  After  the 
wars  were  ended,  he  lived  many  years  in  the  region  of 
the  Upper  Lakes.  He  shifted  his  lodge,  as  the  seasons 
changed,  from  the  open  shores  of  Lake  Huron  and 
Lake  Michigan  to  the  thick  woods  where  the  Indians 
seek  shelter  from  the  wintry  winds.  More  than  eighty 
years  had  now  whitened  the  locks  of  the  aged  chief,  and 
he  felt  that  the  time  of  his  journeyings  must  soon  be 
over.  He  accompanied  his  people  for  the  last  time, 
during  the  early  spring,  from  the  borders  of  the  water 
to  the  maple  forests,  where  they  stay  till  the  budding 
leaves  show  that  the  sweet  no  ionger  available 

for  making  into  syrup  for  sugar. 

When  they  began  to  pack  up  their  effects  to  return 
to  the  lakes,  it  was  evident  that  the  old  man  had  no 
more  strength  to  bear  the  journey.  His  daughter, 
Nodowdqua,  the  wife  of  Saganash,  determined  to  carry 
him  on  her  back,  that  he  might  yet  once  more  see  the 
refreshing  waters.  She  took  her  long  and  stout  deer- 
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skin  apecun,  or  head-strap,  which  she  fastened  round 
his  body,  and,  bending  under  the  load,  with  the  strap 
across  her  forehead,  she  rose  and  set  out  on  the  path 
with  the  others.  Resting  occasionally  by  the  way,  she 
bore  him  safely  to  the  shores  of  Lake  Michigan,  a  dis¬ 
tance  of  more  than  ten  miles.  It  was  the  old  man’s 
last  journey.  He  died  and  was  buried  on  the  shores  of 
the  lake.* 

*  The  daughter  lived  to  a  good  old  age,  and  in  1833  she  told  the 
story  other  father’s  last  journey  to  Mr.  Schoolcraft  at  Mackinac. 
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At  this  time  there  were  fresh  rumours  of  a  war  party 
preparing  to  go  against  the  Sioux,  and  we  again  re¬ 
solved  to  accompany  it.  We  therefore  went  toward  the 
prairie  land,  in  order  to  kill  buffaloes,  that  we  might 
make  dry  meat  sufficient  for  our  families  during  our 
absence.  After  we  had  killed  and  dried  large  quan¬ 
tities  of  meat,  we  erected  a  sunjegwun,  or  a  scaffold, 
where  we  deposited  as  much  as  we  thought  would 
supply  the  wants  of  our  families  till  our  return.  Be¬ 
fore  we  had  entirely  finished  the  preparations  for  our 
journey,  we  were  suddenly  fallen  upon  by  a  war  party 
of  about  two  hundred  Sioux,  who  killed  some  of  our 
people.  A  small  party  of  Assineboins  and  Crees  had 
already  gone  out  towards  the  Sioux  country,  and,  fall¬ 
ing  by  accident  on  the  trace  of  this  war  party,  had 
dogged  them  for  some  time,  coming  repeatedly  near 
enough  to  see  the  crane’s  head,  used  by  their  chief  in¬ 
stead  of  stones,  in  the  nightly  divination,  which  I  have 
already  described  as  customary  among  the  Indians  to 
discover  the  position  of  an  enemy.  This  little  band 
of  Assineboins  and  Crees  had  not  courage  enough  to 
fall  upon  the  Sioux,  but  they  sent  messengers  to  the 
Ojibbeways,  by  a  circuitous  route.  These  came  to  the 
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lodge  of  the  principal  chief  of  the  Ojibbeways,  who  was 
hunting  in  advance  of  his  people.  He  scorned  to  dis¬ 
play  fear.  By  retreating  at  once  to  the  trader’s  fort, 
he  might  have  escaped  the  danger  that  was  imminent. 
He  made  some  preparation  to  move,  but  his  old  wife, 
being  then  jealous  of  a  younger  one  now  in  higher 
favour  than  herself,  reproached  him,  and  complained  that 
he  cared  more  for  the  young  woman  than  for  herself. 
He  said  to  her  :  “  You  have  for  a  long  time  annoyed 
me  by  your  jealousy,  and  by  your  complaints ;  I  must 
hear  no  more  of  it.  The  Sioux  are  near,  and  I  will 
wait  for  them.”  He  accordingly  remained,  and  con¬ 
tinued  hunting.  Early  one  morning  he  went  up  into 
an  oak-tree  that  stood  near  his  lodge,  to  look  over  the 
prairie  for  buffalo,  and  in  descending  he  was  shot  by 
two  young  men  of  the  Sioux,  who  had  been  in  conceal¬ 
ment  near  the  place  great  part  of  the  night.  It  is 
probable  they  would  have  fallen  upon  him  sooner  but 
for  fear.  Now  the  trampling  of  horses  was  heard,  and 
the  men  who  were  with  the  chief  had  scarce  time  to 
run  out  of  the  lodge,  when  the  two  hundred  Sioux  were 
upon  them.  There  was  fighting  for  some  time,  but  in 
the  end  all  the  Ojibbeways  there,  about  twenty  in  num¬ 
ber,  were  killed,  except  Aisainse  (the  little  clam),  a 
brother  of  the  chief,  and  two  women  with  one  child. 

The  Ojibbeways  at  the  fort  soon  heard  of  it,  and  the 
trader  at  Pembinah  gave  them  ammunition  to  pursue 
the  party  that  had  killed  the  chief,  who  was  his  father- 
in-law.  A  large  body  assembled,  four  hundred  in  all, 
of  whom  one  hundred  were  Assineboins,  the  remaining 
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three  hundred  being  Ojibbeways  and  Crees,  with  some 
Muskegoes.  My  brother  and  I  accompanied  them. 
In  the  course  of  the  first  day  after  we  left  the  fort, 
nearly  one  hundred  Ojibbeways  deserted  and  went  back. 
In  the  following  night  the  Assineboins  left  in  consider¬ 
able  numbers,  having  stolen  many  horses,  and  among 
them  four  belonging  to  me  and  Wa-me-gon-a-biew.  I 
had  only  five  pairs  of  moccasins,  intending  to  make  the 
whole  journey  on  horseback,  and  I  felt  it  a  great  mis¬ 
fortune  to  have  lost  my  horses.  I  went  to  Pe-shaw-ba, 
who  was  chief  of  the  band  of  Ottawwaws  to  which  we 
belonged,  and  told  him  I  intended  to  make  reprisals 
from  the  small  number  of  Assineboins  still  with  us. 
He  would  not  consent,  saying,  very  justly,  that  this 
would  raise  a  quarrel  which  would  entirely  interrupt 
and  frustrate  the  designs  of  the  whole  expedition.  His 
advice,  though  I  knew  it  to  be  good  so  far  as  the  in¬ 
terest  of  the  whole  was  concerned,  did  nothing  to 
remove  my  private  grievances,  and  I  went  from  one  to 
another  of  the  Ottawwaws,  and  those  I  considered 
friendly  among  the  Ojibbeways,  endeavouring  to  per¬ 
suade  them  to  join  me  in  taking  horses  from  the 
Assineboins.  None  would  consent  except  a  young 
man  named  Gish-kau-ko,  a  relative  of  him  by  whom  I 
had  been  taken  prisoner.  He  agreed  to  watch  with  me 
the  thirteen  Assineboins  who  still  remained  in  the 
camp,  and  if  opportunity  offered,  without  directly  using 
force,  to  assist  me  in  taking  horses  from  them  to  re¬ 
place  those  which  their  people  had  stolen  from  me. 
Soon  after,  I  saw  eight  of  these  thirteen  lingering  in  the 
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camp  one  morning,  and  I  believed  it  was  their  intention 
to  leave  us  and  turn  back.  I  called  Gish-kau-ko  to 
watch  them  with  me ;  and,  sure  enough,  as  soon  as 
most  of  the  Ojibbeways  had  moved  forward,  these 
men  got  on  their  horses,  and  turned  their  faces  to  go 
home.  We  resolved  to  follow  and  still  to  watch.  As 
we  knew  we  could  not  take  the  horses  by  force,  as 
they  were  well  armed,  we  left  our  arms,  and  followed 
them  with  nothing  in  our  hands.  Perceiving  that  they 
were  followed,  one  of  them  dismounted,  and  waited  to 
hold  a  parley  with  us ;  but  they  were  too  wary  and 
cautious  to  give  us  any  opportunity  of  taking  their 
horses.  The  others  had  now  also  halted.  We  tried 
entreaties,  to  give  us  two  of  the  horses  for  the  four  that 
had  been  stolen  by  their  brothers.  As  this  had  no 
effect,  I  told  them  that  their  five  companions  whom 
they  had  left  behind  would  not  be  safe  among  us  ;  but 
this  threat,  instead  of  having  any  good  effect,  only  in¬ 
duced  them  to  send  a  messenger  on  their  swiftest  horse 
to  warn  these  men  to  beware  of  me.  We  returned  to 
the  main  party  on  foot,  and  took  the  first  opportunity 
of  visiting  the  camp  of  the  five  Assineboins  ;  but  they 
had  taken  alarm  on  the  arrival  of  the  messenger,  and 
had  fled  with  their  horses. 

At  a  lake  near  Red  River  we  came  on  the  path  of 
the  retiring  Sioux,  by  whom  the  Ojibbeway  chief  had 
been  killed.  We  found  the  dead  body  of  a  young 
Sioux,  which  the  Ojibbeways  beat  and  kicked,  and 
took  the  scalp.  Pe-shaw-ba  forbid  me  and  the  young 
men  of  his  party  to  join  in  such  unmanly  and  unworthy 
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outrages.  The  trail  being  quite  recent,  we  thought  we 
could  not  be  more  than  two  or  three  days  behind  the 
Sioux. 

At  Lake  Traverse,  our  numbers  had  diminished  to 
one  hundred  and  twenty ;  of  these  three  were  half- 
breed  Assineboins,  about  twenty  Crees,  and  as  many 
Ottawwaws,  the  rest  Ojibbeways.  Many  of  the  original 
party  had  been  discouraged  by  unfavourable  divina¬ 
tions  ;  among  others,  one  by  Pe-shaw-ba,  the  Ottawwaw 
chief,  made  on  the  first  night  after  we  left  Pembinah. 
He  told  us  that  in  his  dream  he  saw  the  eyes  of  the 
Sioux,  like  the  sun ;  they  saw  everywhere,  and  always 
discovered  the  Ojibbeways  before  the  latter  came  near 
enough  to  strike  them.  Probably  he  said  this  to  incite 
to  greater  watchfulness,  but  it  had  the  effect  of  dis¬ 
couragement,  as  if  he  had  not  confidence  in  his  own 
side,  and  may  have  caused  some  of  the  numerous 
desertions  so  early  in  the  journey.  He  also  told,  as 
part  of  his  dream,  that  he  had  seen  all  our  party  re¬ 
turning,  unharmed,  and  without  bearing  any  scalps  of 
enemies  ;  but  he  said  that  on  the  left-hand  side  of 
Lake  Traverse,  opposite  our  road,  he  saw  two  lodges 
of  Sioux  by  themselves,  which  he  intended  to  visit  on 
his  return. 

Due  west  from  Lake  Traverse,  at  the  distance  of  two 
days’  travel,  is  a  mountain  called  O-ge-mah-wud-ju 
(chief  mountain),  near  which  is  the  village  to  which 
the  war  party  we  were  pursuing  belonged.  As  we 
approached  this  mountain,  we  moved  in  a  more  cautious 
and  guarded  manner,  most  commonly  lying  hid  in  the 
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woods  during  the  day,  and  travelling  at  night.  When 
at  last  we  were  within  a  few  miles,  we  halted  in  the 
middle  of  the  night,  and  waited  for  the  approach  of 
the  earliest  dawn,  the  time  the  Indians  usually  choose 
for  an  attack. 

Late  in  the  night,  a  warrior  of  high  reputation,  the 
Black  Duck,  took  the  reins  of  his  horse  in  his  hand, 
and  walked  on  towards  the  village.  Having  seen  him 
thus  advancing  I  joined  him,  and  he  allowed  me  to 
accompany  him.  We  arrived  at  early  dawn  at  the  little 
hill  which  sheltered  our  approach  from  being  seen  in 
the  village.  Raising  his  head  cautiously  to  reconnoitre, 
the  Black  Duck  saw  two  men  walking  at  some  dis¬ 
tance  in  front  of  him.  As  they  evidently  had  not 
observed  him,  he  descended  the  hill  a  little,  to  meet 
our  advancing  people,  and  then  tossing  his  blanket  in 
a  peculiar  manner  thereby  made  a  signal  to  the  Ojibbe- 
ways  to  rush  on.  Instantly  there  was  a  tearing  off  of 
leggings,  stripping  off  and  throwing  down  of  blankets, 
and  the  whole  band  leaped  to  the  feet  of  Black  Duck, 
with  whom  they  moved  silently  and  swiftly  over  the 
crest  of  the  hill,  and  soon  stood  on  the  site  of  the 
village.  After  passing  the  crest  of  the  hill  they  saw 
the  two  men,  who  instead  of  flying  came  calmly  to¬ 
wards  them  ;  and  turned  out  to  be  two  of  the  young 
men  of  their  own  band.  They  had  left  the  main  party 
when  they  halted  in  the  night,  and  without  giving  any 
notice  of  their  intention,  had  gone  forward  at  once  to 
reconnoitre  what  they  supposed  to  be  the  position  of 
the  enemy.  But  they  had  found  the  Sioux  village 
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deserted  many  hours  before,  and  they  had  walked 
about,  scaring  away  the  wolves  from  among  the  rubbish ; 
then  they  slowly  returned  to  meet  their  own  people 
advancing.  It  was  well  for  them  that  the  light  by  this 
time  allowed  them  to  be  at  once  recognised,  for  the 
band,  after  their  silent  advance,  as  soon  as  they  topped 
the  hill,  had  raised  the  Sas-sah-kwi,  or  war-whoop,  as 
they  came  down  the  slope  with  a  rush. 

The  loud  and  piercing  sound  of  the  Indian  war- 
whoop,  especially  if  raised  suddenly  and  heard  unex¬ 
pectedly,  has  a  most  thrilling  effect.  It  intimidates  and 
depresses  the  weak,  or  those  who  are  surprised  without 
arms  in  their  hands,  while  it  rouses  the  spirit  of  those 
who  are  defiant  and  ready  for  battle.  I  have  observed, 
on  many  occasions,  a  surprising  effect  upon  animals. 
I  have  seen  a  buffalo  so  terrified  by  it  as  to  fall  down 
in  his  steps,  being  able  neither  to  run,  nor  to  make  any 
resistance.  I  have  seen  a  bear  so  terror-stricken  as  to 
quit  his  hold  in  climbing  a  tree,  and  fall  to  the  ground 
in  utter  helplessness. 

Although  the  village  was  found  deserted,  the  chiefs 
were  not  willing  to  relinquish  the  object  of  the  journey, 
and  we  followed  along  the  trail  of  the  Sioux.  We 
found  at  each  of  their  encampments  the  place  of  divina¬ 
tion,  from  the  appearance  of  which  we  were  able  to 
infer  that  they  knew  accurately  our  position  from  day 
to  day.  Though  retiring,  they  still  kept  on  the  alert. 
There  was  now,  among  the  young  men  of  the  expedi¬ 
tion,  an  increased  disposition  to  desert.  The  chiefs 
laboured  to  prevent  this  by  appointing  certain  persons 
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whom  they  could  rely  upon,  to  act  as  sentinels,  both 
in  the  encampments  and  during  the  marches ;  but  this 
measure,  so  far  from  being  effectual  to  stop  desertion, 
seemed  rather  to  increase  it,  perhaps  because  the  young 
men  dislike  and  despise  the  idea  of  restraint  of  any 
kind.  They  became  more  dissatisfied  and  troublesome 
after  we  had  crossed  the  head  of  the  river  St.  Peter, 
getting  into  regions  not  known  to  them.  The  traders 
have  a  fort  somewhere  on  the  upper  part  of  the  river, 
to  which  the  Sioux  had  retired.  When  we  got  within 
a  day’s  journey  of  this  fort,  fear  and  hesitancy  became 
manifest  throughout  our  band.  The  chiefs  desired  to 
send  some  of  the  young  men  forward  to  examine  the 
position  of  the  enemy,  but  none  of  them  offered  them¬ 
selves  for  this  service. 

We  remained  for  two  days  in  the  same  place,  and 
took  advantage  of  the  time  for  supplying  the  wants  of 
those  who  were  deficient  in  moccasins  or  other  necessary 
articles.  It  is  the  custom  during  a  war  expedition,  if 
any  one’s  supply  of  ammunition,  or  moccasins,  or  other 
necessary  part  of  dress  should  have  failed,  to  obtain 
from  others  what  he  needs.  If  he  wants  moccasins, 
he  takes  a  single  one  in  his  hand  and  walks  about  the 
encampment,  pausing  a  moment  before  each  of  his 
companions,  as  he  hopes  he  may  supply  his  need.  He 
has  no  occasion  to  say  anything,  as  those  who  happen 
to  have  an  overstock  are  usually  glad  to  furnish  him. 
Should  this  method  fail,  the  chief  of  the  party  is 
appealed  to,  who  then  dresses  himself  in  his  war  dress, 
and  accompanied  by  two  or  three  young  warriors,  goes 
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through  the  camp,  and  from  those  who  have  the  greatest 
quantity  takes  what  may  be  necessary  of  the  articles 
required. 

On  the  morning  of  the  third  day  we  broke  up  the 
camp  and  turned  back.  We  returned  towards  the 
village  at  the  Chief  Mountain,  in  case  any  of  the  people 
might  have  gone  back  there.  If  they  had  been,  we 
could  not  have  surprised  them,  for  our  young  men  had 
lost  all  discipline,  and  those  who  had  horses  rode 
noisily  and  recklessly  forward.  After  leaving  the  Chief 
Mountain,  and  advancing  some  distance  on  the  plains 
towards  home,  we  found  that  we  were  watched  and 
followed  by  a  party  of  nearly  a  hundred  Sioux. 

At  a  river  named  Gaunenoway,  rising  from  the  Chief 
Mountain,  and  running  into  Red  River,  several  days’ 
journey  from  Lake  Traverse,  there  was  a  quarrel  be¬ 
tween  Pe-shaw-ba  and  an  Ojibbeway  chief,  Ma-men-o- 
guaw-sink,  on  account  of  a  horse  which  I  thought  I 
had  a  right  to  take  from  some  Crees,  whom  I  knew 
to  be  friends  of  the  Assineboins  who  had  robbed  me 
of  mine.  This  chief  having  killed  a  Cree  was  anxious 
to  do  something  to  gain  friends  among  that  people. 
It  happened  that  Pe-shaw-ba  and  myself  were  travelling 
together  at  a  little  distance  from  the  main  body,  and 
I  was  leading  the  horse  which  I  had  taken,  when 
Ma-men-o-guaw-sink  came  up  to  us,  accompanied  by 
some  of  his  friends,  and  fiercely  demanded  the  horse. 
Pe-shaw-ba,  who  probably  did  not  know  all  the  circum¬ 
stances,  but  was  ready  to  stand  by  his  own  followers, 
immediately  cocked  his  gun,  placing  the  muzzle  close 
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to  the  Ojibbeway  chief’s  heart,  and  so  intimidated  him 
by  threats  and  reproaches,  that  he  desisted.  The 
Ottawwaws,  seeing  their  chief  thus  engaged,  now 
stopped,  and  Pe-shaw-ba  remaining  at  their  head,  fell  in 
the  rear  of  the  body,  in  order  to  avoid  further  trouble  on 
account  of  this  horse,  all  of  them  apparently  unwilling 
that  I  should  give  it  up. 

There  were  four  men  of  this  war  party  who  walked 
in  six  days  from  the  Chief  Mountain  to  Pembinah,  but 
others  of  our  band,  although  with  horses,  took  ten  days 
for  the  journey.  When  I  arrived  at  Pembinah,  I  found 
my  family  had  gone  to  the  mouth  of  the  Assineboin. 
After  the  separation  of  our  party,  my  special  friends 
having  left  my  route  at  Pembinah,  my  horse  was  stolen 
from  me  at  night.  I  knew  who  had  taken  him,  and  as 
the  man  was  encamped  at  no  great  distance,  I  took 
arms  in  my  hands  and  went  in  the  morning  to  retake 
him.  On  my  way  I  met  Pe-shaw-ba,  who  peremptorily 
forbade  me  to  proceed.  He  was  a  prudent  and  good 
man,  and  remembering  how  he  had  taken  my  part 
about  the  horse  before,  I  knew  he  had  reasons  for 
interfering  now.  I  might  have  gone  on  to  take  the 
horse,  contrary  to  his  order,  but  I  did  not  choose  to  do 
so,  and  returned  along  with  him  on  my  way. 

I  had  no  moccasins  left,  and  felt  the  more  angry  at 
the  loss  of  my  horse,  for  my  feet  became  swollen  and 
wounded,  and  I  had  yet  two  days’  long  walk.  I  found 
my  family  in  great  want,  as  my  absence  had  extended 
to  nearly  three  months.  The  time  had  been  wasted 
in  long  and  toilsome  marches,  all  resulting  in  nothing, 
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as  war  expeditions  often  do,  even  when  enemies  meet, 
which  we  never  did.  It  was  necessary  for  me  to  go  out 
to  hunt  immediately,  although  the  condition  of  my 
feet  made  the  effort  painful.  Fortunately  I  succeeded 
in  killing  a  moose  the  first  time  I  went  out.  The  next 
day  snow  fell  to  a  considerable  depth,  which  made  the 
capture  of  game  more  easy,  and  we  soon  had  plenty 
of  food. 

I  had  been  at  home  but  a  short  time  when  I  heard 
that  the  Assineboins  had  boasted  of  taking  my  horse. 
As  I  was  preparing  to  go  in  pursuit  of  them,  an  Ojibbe- 
way,  who  had  often  tried  to  dissuade  me  from  any 
attempt  to  recover  him,  gave  me  a  horse  on  condition 
that  I  would  not  attempt  to  retake  my  own  ;  accord¬ 
ingly,  for  some  time  I  said  no  more  about  it. 

Having  spent  the  winter  at  the  mouth  of  the  Assine- 
boin,  I  went  to  make  sugar  at  Great  Wood  River ; 
but  here  it  was  told  me  that  the  Assineboins  were  still 
boasting  of  having  taken  my  horse  from  me.  With 
some  persuasion  I  prevailed  upon  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  to 
accompany  me  in  an  attempt  to  recover  him. 

At  the  end  of  four  days’  journey  we  came  to  the  first 
Assineboin  village,  ten  miles  from  the  Mouse  River 
trading-house.  This  village  consisted  of  about  thirty 
lodges.  We  were  observed  before  we  came  to  the 
village,  as  the  Assineboins,  being  a  revolted  band  of 
the  Sioux  nation,  and  now  allied  with  the  Ojibbeways, 
are  in  constant  apprehension  of  an  attack  from  the 
Sioux,  and  therefore,  always  station  some  men  to  watch 
for  the  approach  of  strangers.  The  quarrel  which 
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resulted  in  the  separation  of  the  band  of  the  Bvvoin- 
nug,  or  Roasters,  as  the  Ojibbeways  call  the  Sioux, 
originated  in  a  dispute  about  a  woman,  and  happened 
some  years  before,  as  we  were  told.  So  many  Ojibbe¬ 
ways  and  Crees  now  live  among  them  that  they  are 
most  commonly  able  to  understand  something  of  the 
Ojibbeway  language,  though  their  own  dialect  is  very 
unlike  it,  resembling  closely  that  of  the  Sioux. 

One  of  the  men  who  came  out  to  meet  us  was 
Ma-men-o-guaw-sink,  with  whom  Pe-shaw-ba  had  quar¬ 
relled  some  time  before  on  my  account.  When  he 
came  up  to  us,  he  asked  where  we  were  going.  I  told 
him,  “  I  am  come  for  the  horses  which  the  Assineboins 
stole  from  us.”  “You  had  better,”  said  he,  “return  as 
you  came,  for  if  you  go  to  the  village,  they  will  take 
your  life.”  To  these  threats  I  paid  no  attention,  but 
inquired  for  Ba-gis-kun-nung,  the  men  of  whose  family 
had  taken  our  horses.  They  replied  that  they  could 
not  tell  where  he  was  ;  that  he  and  his  sons  had,  soon 
after  the  return  of  the  war  party,  gone  to  the  Mandans, 
and  had  not  yet  come  back  ;  that  when  they  came 
among  the  Mandans,  the  former  owner  of  my  mare, 
recognising  the  animal,  had  taken  her  from  the  son  of 
Ba-gis-kun-nung;  but  that  the  latter  had  remunerated 
himself  by  stealing  a  fine  black  horse,  with  which  he 
escaped  and  had  not  been  heard  of  since. 

Wa-me-gon-a-biew  being  discouraged,  and  perhaps 
intimidated  by  the  reception  we  met  in  this  village, 
endeavoured  to  dissuade  me  from  going  further ;  and 
when  he  found  he  could  not  prevail,  he  left  me  to 
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pursue  my  horse  by  myself,  and  returned  home.  I 
would  not  be  discouraged,  but  determined  to  visit  every 
village  and  camp  of  the  Assineboins,  rather  than 
return  without  my  horse. 

I  went  to  the  Mouse  River  trading-house,  where  I  was 
well-known,  and  having  explained  the  object  of  my 
journey,  they  gave  me  two  pounds  of  powder  and  thirty 
balls,  with  some  knives  and  small  articles,  and  directed 
me  how  to  reach  the  next  village.  As  I  was  pursuing 
my  journey  by  myself,  I  had  occasion  to  cross  a  very 
wide  prairie,  on  which  I  saw  at  a  distance  something 
lying  on  the  ground  resembling  a  log  of  wood.  As  I 
knew  there  could  be  no  wood  in  such  a  place,  unless 
it  were  dropped  by  some  person,  I  then  thought  it  was 
probably  some  article  of  dress,  or  a  blanket,  or  possibly 
the  body  of  a  man  who  might  have  perished  when  on 
a  journey  or  when  out  hunting.  I  made  .my  approach 
cautiously,  and  presently  discovered  that  it  was  a  man 
lying  on  his  belly,  with  his  gun  in  his  hand,  and  waiting 
for  wild  geese  to  fly  over.  His  attention  was  fixed  in 
the  direction  opposite  to  that  on  which  I  approached, 
and  I  came  very  near  him  without  his  being  aware  of 
my  presence,  when  he  rose  and  discharged  his  gun  at  a 
flock  of  geese.  I  now  sprang  forward  ;  the  noise  of 
hawk  bells  and  the  silver  ornaments  of  my  dress 
notified  him  of  my  approach,  but  I  caught  him  in  my 
arms  before  he  had  time  to  make  any  resistance.  His 
gun  being  unloaded,  he  felt  he  was  helpless ;  and  seeing 
himself  captured  he  cried  out  “  Assineboin,”  to  which  I 
answered  “  Ojibbeway.”  We  were  both  glad  we  could 
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treat  each  other  as  friends,  and  although  we  could  not 
converse  on  account  of  the  dissimilarity  of  our  dialects, 
I  motioned  him  to  sit  down  on  the  ground  beside  me, 
with  which  request  he  immediately  complied.  I  gave 
him  a  goose  I  had  killed  shortly  before,  and  after  resting 
a  few  minutes,  signified  to  him  that  I  would  accompany 
him  to  his  lodge.  A  walk  of  about  two  hours  brought 
us  in  sight  of  his  village,  and  when  we  entered  it  I 
followed  him  to  his  lodge. 

Here  I  witnessed  a  curious  custom,  not  common  to 
other  Indians.  As  I  entered  the  lodge  after  my  com¬ 
panion  I  saw  an  old  man  and  old  woman,  who  at 
once  covered  their  heads  with  their  blankets,  and  my 
companion  disappeared  into  a  small  division  of  the 
lodge  merely  large  enough  to  admit  one,  and  to  con¬ 
ceal  him  from  the  remainder  of  the  family.  Here  he 
remained,  his  food  handed  to  him  by  his  wife  ;  but 
though  secluded  from  sight  he  maintained  by  conver¬ 
sation  some  intercourse  with  those  without.  When  he 
wished  to  pass  out  of  the  lodge,  his  wife  gave  notice  to 
her  parents,  and  they  concealed  their  heads,  and  again 
in  the  same  manner  when  he  came  in.  This  formality 
is  strictly  observed  by  the  married  men  among  the 
Assineboins,  and  I  believe  among  all  the  Bwoin-nug, 
or  Dah-ko-tah,  as  they  call  themselves.  It  is  known  to 
exist  among  the  Omowhows  of  the  Missouri.  If  a  man 
enters  a  dwelling  in  which  his  son-in-law  is  seated,  the 
latter  conceals  his  face  until  he  departs.  While  the 
young  remain  with  ths  parents  of  their  wives,  they 
have  always  this  separate  lodge  within,  or  there  is  a 
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partition  made  by  suspending  mats  or  skins.  Into  this 
little  compartment  the  wife  reclines  at  night  ;  by  day 
she  is  the  organ  of  communication  with  those  without ; 
the  man  retaining  as  little  intercourse  as  possible  with 
the  family.  A  man  rarely,  if  ever,  mentions  the  name 
of  his  father-in-law,  and  it  is  considered  highly  in¬ 
decorous  to  do  so. 

This  custom  does  not  exist  in  any  shape  among  the 
Ojibbeways,  and  they  look  upon  it  as  a  very  foolish  and 
troublesome  one.  I  was  describing  it  long  afterwards 
to  a  white  man,  who  laughed,  and  said,  “  It  was  right 
for  a  young  couple  to  begin  early  to  be  independent  of 
the  family  from  which  the  wife  is  taken,  and  it  was  best 
for  a  mother-in-law  to  have  her  mouth  covered.”  I 
only  mention  what  I  myself  observed. 

The  people  of  this  lodge  treated  me  with  much  kind¬ 
ness.  Notwithstanding  the  great  scarcity  of  corn  in  the 
country  they  had  a  little  reserved,  which  they  cooked 
and  gave.  The  young  man  told  them  how  much  he 
had  been  frightened  by  me  in  the  prairie,  at  which  they 
all  laughed  heartily.  This  village  consisted  of  twenty- 
five  lodges,  but  although  I  inquired  of  many  of  them, 
none  of  them  knew  where  Ba-gis-kun-nung  was  to  be 
found. 

There  was  another  village,  they  told  me,  at  the 
distance  of  about  a  day’s  journey  ;  he  might  be  there. 
I  remained  a  little  longer  at  the  lodge  of  the  young 
man  I  had  found  in  the  prairie,  and  then  went  out  to 
start  for  the  next  village.  Geese  were  flying  over,  and 
I  raised  my  gun  and  shot  one.  It  fell  in  the  midst  of 
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a  number  of  Assineboins.  Seeing  there  a  very  old 
and  miserable  looking  man,  I  motioned  to  him  to  go 
and  get  it.  But  he  must  first  come  up  to  me  to 
express  his  gratitude  by  a  method  I  had  not  before 
seen  used.  He  came  up,  and  placing  both  his  hands 
on  the  top  of  my  head,  passed  them  several  times  down 
theJong  hair  that  hung  over  my  shoulders,  at  the  same 
time  muttering  something  in  his  own  language  that 
I  could  not  understand.  He  then  went  and  took  up 
the  goose,  and  returning,  he  communicated  to  me  by 
signs  which  I  had  no  difficulty  to  understand,  that  I 
must  go  to  his  lodge  and  eat  with  him  before  I  could 
leave  the  village.  While  he  was  roasting  the  goose,  I 
went  about  from  lodge  to  lodge  to  look  at  their  horses, 
thinking  I  might  see  mine  amongst  them,  but  I  did  not. 
Some  of  the  young  men  of  the  village  accompanied  me, 
but  without  any  arms,  and  all  seemed  friendly  ;  but 
when  I  was  ready  to  start  for  the  next  village  I  noticed 
that  one  of  them,  mounted  on  a  fleet  horse,  started  to 
precede  me. 

When  I  arrived  at  this  village  no  one  took  the 
slightest  notice  of  me,  or  even  seemed  to  see  me. 
They  were  a  band  with  which  I  had  previously  had 
no  acquaintance,  and  I  could  perceive  that  they  had 
been  prejudiced  against  me.  Their  chief  was  a  dis¬ 
tinguished  hunter,  who  I  heard  was  soon  afterwards 
killed.  He  had  been  absent  from  home  unusually  long, 
and  by  following  his  track  they  found  he  had  been 
attacked  by  a  grizzly  bear  on  the  prairie  and  was 
killed. 
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FINDING  the  people  of  this  band  decidedly  unfriendly, 
I  went  into  none  of  their  lodges,  but  stood  about, 
watching  their  horses  to  see  if  I  could  discover  mine 
among  them.  I  had  heard  at  the  last  village  of  a 
young  horse  belonging  to  the  chief,  noted  for  its  beauty 
and  fleetness,  and  I  soon  recognised  this  animal,  known 
to  me  only  by  description.  Thinking  that  I  was  only 
taking  what  was  fairly  due  from  a  chief  one  of  whose 
people  had  taken  my  horse,  I  resolved  to  try  to  possess 
myself  of  this  one.  I  had  a  halter  under  my  blanket, 
and  watching  a  favourable  opportunity,  I  slipped  it  on 
the  head  of  the  horse,  mounted  him,  and  fled  at  full 
speed.  I  was  excited  to  this  action  principally  by 
a  feeling  of  irritation  at  the  unfriendly  conduct  of  the 
people  of  the  village,  and  of  their  chief,  for  it  had  not 
been  my  intention  to  take  any  horse  but  the  one  which 
belonged  to  me.  But  in  the  state  of  mind  I  then  had, 
the  feeling  of  right  was  subverted,  as  is  often  the  case, 
by  the  reasoning  that  it  was  not  wrong  to  take  from 
those  who  were  connected  with  the  robber  of  my  horse. 

When  the  horse  and  myself  were  out  of  breath,  I 
stopped  to  look  back,  and  the  Assineboin  lodges  were 
scarce  visible,  looking  only  like  little  specks  on  the 
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distant  prairie.  I  now  reflected  that  I  was  doing  wrong, 
conscience  resuming  its  sway,  for  I  was  stealing  away 
the  favourite  horse  of  a  man  who  had  never  personally 
injured  me,  though  he  had  refused  the  customary  dues 
of  hospitality.  I  got  down  and  left  the  horse  ;  but  had 
scarce  done  so,  when  I  saw  thirty  or  forty  men  on 
horseback,  who  had  before  been  concealed  in  a  depres¬ 
sion  of  the  prairie ;  they  were  in  pursuit,  and  very  near 
me.  I  had  Just  time  to  fly  to  a  little  thicket  of  low 
hazel  bushes,  when  they  were  upon  me.  They  rode 
about  for  some  time,  searching,  and  this  delay  enabled 
me  to  get  into  closer  concealment  on  the  ground  among 
the  bushes.  At  length  most  of  them  dismounted,  the 
others  holding  their  horses,  and  dispersed  themselves 
in  various  directions,  seeking  for  me.  Some  came 
very  near  me,  and  then  turned  off  in  other  directions 
My  position  was  such  that  I  could  watch  them  with¬ 
out  exposing  myself.  One  young  man  began  sing¬ 
ing  his  war-song,  and  laying  aside  his  gun,  came 
straight  towards  the  place  where  I  lay,  with  only  his 
war  club  in  hand.  I  thought  I  must  have  been  dis¬ 
covered,  for  he  advanced  till  not  above  thirty  or  forty 
paces  from  me.  My  gun  was  cocked  and  aimed  at 
his  heart.  It  was  a  terrible  moment,  for  even  if  I 
had  killed  him  the  others  would  have  immediately 
made  an  end  of  me.  But  when  within  about  twenty 
paces  he  stopped,  then  turned  and  went  back.  It  is 
not  probable  that  he  saw  me  ;  but  perhaps  the  thought 
of  his  being  watched  by  an  unseen  enemy,  with  a  gun, 
and  whose  position  he  could  not  ascertain  till  almost 
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over  him,  had  overcome  his  valorous  spirit.  They  con¬ 
tinued  their  search  for  a  time  that  seemed  painfully 
prolonged,  but  at  length  after  talking  awhile,  they 
gathered  together  for  returning,  taking  back  the  chief’s 
horse  to  the  village. 

I  travelled  towards  home,  rejoicing  in  my  escape, 
and  without  halting  for  the  night,  either  on  that  or  the 
succeeding  one.  I  arrived  in  the  evening  of  the  third 
day  at  the  Mouse  River  trading-house.  The  traders, 
when  I  told  them  my  adventure,  said  I  was  a  fool  for 
not  having  brought  the  chief’s  horse.  They  had  heard 
much  of  his  qualities,  and  would,  as  they  said,  have 
paid  me  a  high  price  for  him. 

In  the  Assineboin  village,  ten  miles  from  this  trad¬ 
ing-house,  I  had  a  friend  called  Be-na  (pheasant),  and 
when  I  had  passed  through  I  requested  him,  while  I 
should  be  absent,  to  endeavour  to  discover  my  horse,  or 
at  least  to  ascertain,  and  be  able  to  tell  me,  where  I 
could  find  Ba-gis-kun-nung.  When  I  returned  there, 
after  visiting  Mouse  River  trading-house,  Be-na  took 
me  immediately  to  a  lodge  where  a  couple  of  old 
women  lived,  and  looking  through  a  crevice,  he  pointed 
out  to  me  the  lodge  of  Ba-gis-kun-nung,  and  those  of 
his  four  sons.  Their  horses  were  feeding  about,  and 
among  them  we  distinguished  the  fine  black  one  they 
had  brought  from  the  Mandans  in  place  of  mine. 

Wa-me-gon-a-biew  had  been  to  the  trading-house, 
but  returned  to  the  village  before  I  arrived,  and  was 
now  waiting  for  me  at  the  lodge  of  some  of  the  sons  of 
Taw-ga-we-ninne,  who  were  his  cousins,  and  were  very 
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friendly  to  him.  He  had  sent  a  messenger  to  Ba-gis- 
kun-nung,  offering  him  a  gun,  a  chief’s  coat,  and  all  the 
property  he  had  about  him,  for  a  horse  to  ride  home. 
When  I  heard  of  this  I  reproved  him,  and  told  him  if 
Ba-gis-kun-nung  had  accepted  his  presents,  it  would 
only  have  occasioned  additional  trouble  to  me,  as  I 
should  have  been  compelled  to  take  not  only  a  horse 
but  these  presents  also. 

I  went,  soon  after  my  arrival  at  the  village,  to  Ba-gis- 
kun-nung,  and  said  to  him,  “  I  want  a  horse.”  “  I  shall 
not  give  you  one,”  he  answered.  “  I  will  take  one, 
then.”  “  If  you  do,  I  will  shoot  you.”  With  this  I 
returned  to  the  lodge  of  Be-na,  and  made  my  prepara¬ 
tions  for  starting  early  in  the  morning.  Be-na  gave  me 
a  new  buffalo  robe  to  ride  home  upon,  and  I  got  from  an 
old  woman  a  piece  of  leather  thong  for  a  halter,  having 
left  mine  on  the  chief’s  horse.  I  did  not  sleep  in 
Be-na’s  lodge,  but  with  our  cousins,  and  very  early  in 
the  morning,  as  I  was  ready  to  start,  I  went  to  Be-na’s 
lodge,  but  he  was  not  awake.  I  had  a  very  good  new 
blanket,  which  I  spread  over  him  without  making  any 
noise  ;  then,  along  with  Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  I  started. 
When  we  came  in  sight  of  the  lodge  of  Ba-gis-kun-nung, 
we  saw  the  eldest  of  his  sons  sitting  on  the  outside,  and 
watching  the  horses.  My  brother  endeavoured  to  dis¬ 
suade  me  from  the  design  of  attempting  to  take  one, 
since  we  could  not  do  it  without  being  seen,  and  had 
every  reason  to  believe  they  were  prepared  to  take 
violent  measures  to  prevent  us  from  succeeding  in  the 
attempt.  I  told  him  I  would  not  listen  to  his  advice, 
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but  consented  to  go  with  him  some  distance  on  the 
road,  and  lay  down  our  baggage  ;  then  we  were  to  return 
together  and  take  the  horse.  When  we  had  proceeded 
as  far  as  I  thought  necessary,  I  laid  down  my  load  ; 
but  Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  seeing  me  resolved  to  go  back, 
began  to  run.  At  the  same  time  that  he  ran  from  the 
village,  I  ran  towards  it,  and  when  the  son  of  Ba-gis- 
kun-nung  saw  me  coming,  he  began  to  call  out  as  loud 
as  he  could  in  his  own  language.  I  could  only  dis¬ 
tinguish  the  words,  “Ojibbeway”  and  “horse.”  I  an¬ 
swered,  “Not  altogether  an  Ojibbeway.”  The  village 
was  instantly  in  motion.  In  the  faces  of  most  of  those 
who  gathered  round,  I  could  see  no  settled  determina¬ 
tion  to  act  in  any  way ;  but  there  was  encouragement 
in  the  countenances  of  Be-na  and  a  number  of  Crees 
who  were  about  him.  There  was  a  manifest  hostility 
only  in  the  Ba-gis-kun-nungs.  I  was  so  excited  that  I 
could  not  feel  my  feet  touch  the  ground,  but  I  think  I 
had  no  fear.  When  I  had  got  my  halter  on  the  head  of 
the  black  horse,  I  stood  for  a  moment  hesitating  to  get 
on  him  ;  as  in  the  act  of  doing  so  I  must,  for  the 
moment,  deprive  myself  of  the  power  of  using  my 
arms,  and  could  not  avoid  exposing  myself  to  an  attack 
behind.  But  recollecting  that  anything  like  indecision 
would  at  this  time  have  an  unfavourable  effect,  I  gave  a 
jump  to  mount  the  horse,  but  jumped  so  much  higher 
and  further  than  was  necessary,  that  I  fell  sprawling  on 
the  ground  on  the  other  side  of  the  horse,  my  gun  in 
one  hand  and  my  bow  and  arrows  in  the  other.  I  re¬ 
gained  my  feet  as  quickly  as  I  could,  and  looked  round 
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to  watch  the  motions  of  my  enemies  ;  but  presently  an 
universal  shout  of  laughter,  in  which  all  joined  but  the 
Ba-gis-kun-nungs,  gave  me  some  confidence,  and  I  pro¬ 
ceeded  deliberately  to  mount.  I  knew  that  if  they 
could  have  ventured  to  make  an  open  attack  upon  me 
they  would  have  taken  the  opportunity  when  I  was 
lying  on  the  ground,  and  in  a  position  not  ready  to 
make  any  dangerous  resistance.  The  hearty  and 
general  laughter  of  the  Indians  convinced  me  also  that 
what  I  was  doing  was  not  generally  offensive  to  them. 

When  I  turned  to  ride  off,  I  saw  Wa-me-gon-a-biew 
still  running  like  a  frightened  turkey  ;  he  was  almost 
out  of  sight.  When  I  overtook  him,  I  said  :  “  My 
brother,  you  must  be  tired  and  out  of  breath,  I  will  lend 
you  my  horse.”  Just  then  we  saw  two  men  coming  on 
horseback  from  the  village  to  pursue  us.  Wa-me-gon-a- 
biew  was  alarmed,  and  would  have  rode  off,  leaving  me 
to  settle  the  difficulty  with  the  two  men  as  I  could  ;  but 
perceiving  his  intention,  I  called  to  him  to  leave  the 
horse,  which  he  did,  and  resumed  his  flight  on  foot. 
When  the  two  men  had  approached  within  about  half  a 
mile  of  me,  I  got  down  from  the  horse,  and  taking  the 
halter  in  my  hand,  stood  with  my  face  to  them.  They 
stopped  at  some  distance  from  me,  and  looking  round  in 
the  other  direction,  I  saw  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  had  hid 
himself  in  the  bushes.  The  two  men  stood  in  the  road 
for  some  time,  and  I  remained  facing  them,  holding  the 
horse.  Many  people  from  the  village  I  could  see  stand¬ 
ing  on  a  little  elevation  near  the  lodges,  watching  what 
would  be  done.  The  two  Ba-gis-kun-nungs,  getting  tired 
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of  standing,  then  separated,  and  one  came  round  upon 
one  side,  the  other  on  the  other  side  of  me.  It  was  then, 
I  thought,  they  would  approach,  and  get  an  opportunity 
oi  shooting  me  down  ;  but  they  went  on  upon  either 
side  and  joined  each  other  again  on  the  path,  between 
me  and  Wa-me-gon-a-biew.  Perhaps  they  thought  he 
was  in  ambush  ready  to  fire  on  them.  Evidently  they 
lacked  courage,  so  getting  on  the  horse  I  rode  toward 
them  ;  but  they  turned  out  of  my  way,  and  went  back 
toward  the  village.  In  this  affair  I  found  Wa-me-gon- 
a-biew  more  cowardly  than  it  was  usual  even  for  him 
to  be  ;  but  it  happened  that  the  leading  men  in  the 
village  were  not  sorry  that  I  came  to  take  a  horse  from 
Ba-gis-kun-nung  and  his  sons.  They  were  considered 
troublesome  and  bad  men  ;  hence  I  was  able  to  carry 
through  this  affair  alone,  and  without  any  help  from 
Wa-me-gon-a-biew. 

After  the  two  men  had  turned  back,  my  brother 
joined  me  from  among  the  bushes  where  he  had  lain 
concealed.  We  found  that  night  the  lodge  of  our  old 
friend  Waus-so,  who  used  formerly  to  live  with  Pe-shaw- 
ba.  The  horse  I  had  taken  I  left  tethered  in  the  woods, 
not  wishing  to  tell  Waus-so  of  what  I  had  done.  But 
during  the  night,  after  I  had  gone  to  sleep,  Wa-me-gon- 
a-biew  began  to  relate  to  him  all  that  happened  the 
preceding  day,  and  when  he  came  to  hear  of  my  jump¬ 
ing  over  the  horse,  of  which  I  had  told  my  brother,  the 
old  man  waked  me  with  his  loud  and  hearty  laughter. 

Next  morning  we  continued  our  journey  towards  our 
home.  I  had  for  some  time  two  horses,  and  to  a  friend 
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who  visited  us  I  offered  one,  but  as  he  was  not  going 
straight  home  he  deferred  taking  it  till  he  should  be 
returning.  In  the  meantime  the  horse  I  intended  for 
him  died,  so  that  I  had  only  the  black  horse,  to  which  I 
had  become  much  attached.  But  when  the  man  returned, 
having  journeyed  a  long  way,  I  could  not  do  otherwise 
than  give  him  this  one,  much  to  my  regret,  and  to  the 
annoyance  of  my  wife,  who  was  vexed  at  my  thus  part¬ 
ing  with  what  I  had  got  with  so  much  trouble.  How¬ 
ever,  I  could  not  see  my  friend,  who  was  much  esteemed 
by  me,  go  away  disappointed. 

Three  months  after  this  the  Crees  sent  tobacco  to 
the  Ojibbeways,  with  invitations  to  accompany  them  to 
the  Mandans,  and  join  in  an  attack  on  some  of  the 
Bvvoin-nug  or  Sioux,  in  the  country  of  the  Missouri.  As 
these  preparations  were  making,  I  received  a  message 
from  Ba-gis-kun-nung  that  he  did  not  wish  to  have  me 
join  the  war-party.  This  amounted  to  a  threat  to  take 
my  life  if  I  went,  but  I  paid  no  attention  to  it. 

In  six  days  I  could  go  from  my  place  to  Turtle 
Mountain,  where  the  Crees  were  assembling  in  con¬ 
siderable  numbers.  I  had  been  waiting  nearly  a  month 
when  Wa-ge-tote  arrived  with  sixty  men,  on  his  way  to 
the  rendezvous.  Here  eight  of  us  joined  him,  and  gave 
what  assistance  we  could,  in  provision,  to  his  party,  who 
had  been  starving  for  some  time.  Soon  we  were  all 
equally  suffering  ;  we  had  travelled  on  two  days  when 
twenty  young  men  were  selected  to  go  to  hunt  buffalo. 
Wa-ge-tote  insisted  that  I  must  go  with  them,  but  1 
declined.  He  urged  it  upon  me  repeatedly,  and  at  last 
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taking  my  load  upon  his  shoulders,  he  said,  “  My 
nephew,  you  must  go,  and  I  will  carry  your  load  for 
you  till  you  join  us  again.”  I  went  forward  a  short 
distance,  and  had  the  good  fortune  to  kill  an  elk.  The 
Indians  fell  on  it  like  hungry  dogs,  and  soon  not  a 
particle  of  flesh  was  left,  though  I  believe  not  more  than 
half  of  those  that  were  in  a  starving  condition  tasted  of 
it.  The  twenty  men  who  had  been  sent  out  returned 
without  having  killed  anything.  They  now  became  so 
weak  from  hunger,  that  numbers  were  left  behind,  being 
unable  to  walk.  For  many  days  we  had  no  other  food 
than  the  roots  of  the  grass  berry,  a  root  called  pomme 
blanche  by  the  French.  I  was  myself  about  to  fail, 
when  late  one  night,  as  all  were  asleep,  an  old  man,  a 
relative  of  my  wife,  waked  me  and  put  carefully  into 
my  hand  a  small  quantity  of  pemmican,  which  he  had 
concealed  about  him.  This  enabled  me  to  reach  the 
Turtle  Mountain,  to  which  place,  probably,  about  half 
of  Wa-ge-tote’s  band  had  arrived  at  the  same  time.  Of 
those  that  had  parted  from  us,  some  returned  to  their 
own  country,  and  others  were  no  more  heard  of. 

The  Assineboins  and  Crees,  whom  we  had  expected 
to  meet  at  Turtle  Mountain,  had  left  it  some  time 
before,  and  we  had  followed  on  their  trail  but  a  few 
days  when  we  met  them  returning.  They  related  to  us 
that  they  had  arrived  at  the  Mandan  village  just  as  a 
party  of  Sioux  had  reached  the  same  place,  with  a 
design  to  attack  the  town.  The  Mandan  chief  said  to 
them,  as  soon  as  they  came,  “  My  friends,  those  Sioux 
have  come  hither  to  put  out  my  fire.  They  know  not 
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that  you  are  here.  As  they  have  not  come  against  you, 
why  should  your  blood  flow  in  our  quarrel  ?  Remain, 
therefore,  in  my  village,  and  ye  shall  see  that  we  are 
men,  and  need  no  help  when  they  come  to  fight  us  at 
our  own  doors.” 

The  Mandan  village  was  surrounded  with  palisades, 
and  close  to  these  Sioux  fought  most  of  the  day.  At 
length  an  intermission  occurred,  and  the  Mandan  chief, 
calling  to  the  Sioux  from  the  inside,  said  to  them, 
“  Depart  from  about  our  village,  or  we  will  let  out  upon 
you  our  friends,  the  Ojibbeways,  who  have  been  sitting 
here  all  day,  and  are  now  fresh  and  unwearied.” 

The  Sioux  answered,  “  This  is  a  vain  boast,  made 
with  a  design  to  conceal  your  weakness.  You  have  no 
Ojibbeways  in  your  house,  and  if  you  had  hundreds  we 
neither  fear  nor  regard  them.  The  Ojibbeways  are 
women,  and  if  your  village  were  full  of  them  we  would 
the  sooner  come  among  you.” 

The  Crees  and  Assineboins,  hearing  these  taunts, 
became  irritated,  and  ran  out  to  attack  the  Sioux  with 
such  vehemence  that  they  gave  way  and  fled  in  all 
directions.  The  Ojibbeways,  although  they  had  little 
share  in  the  fight,  were  allowed  to  have  some  of  the 
scalps  taken  during  the  day,  and  one  of  these  fell  into 
the  hands  of  our  chief,  Wa-ge-tote,  who  had  never  been 
near  the  conflict,  and  with  this  trophy  he  returned 
towards  his  own  country. 

When  we  reached  Turtle  Mountain  on  our  return  we 
were  again  all  suffering  the  extremity  of  hunger,  and 
many  were  unable  to  proceed  farther.  We  were,  there- 


A  FORTUNATE  FIND. 


175 


fore,  compelled  to  stop,  and  of  the  whole  party  there 
were  found  only  four  who  had  strength  and  resolution 
enough  remaining  to  undertake  to  hunt.  The  four  were 
an  old  man  called  Gitch-e-weech  (big  beaver-lodge), 
two  young  men,  and  myself.  The  old  man  was  in  high 
spirits,  and  expressed  his  confidence  that  he  would  be 
successful.  He  said  he  had  spent  most  of  the  night 
before  in  praying,  and  was  sure  that  the  Great  Spirit 
would  hear  his  prayer  and  supply  our  need.  We  all 
started  at  the  same  time  in  the  morning,  but  went  to 
hunt  in  different  directions.  I  hunted  all  day  without 
finding  anything,  and  so  weak  was  I  that  I  could  tra¬ 
verse  but  a  very  small  extent  of  ground.  It  was  late 
when  I  came  in  ;  the  two  young  men  were  in  before 
me  ;  all  were  in  despair  ;  but  old  Gitch-e-weech  was  still 
absent.  At  a  very  late  hour  he  arrived,  bending  under 
a  heavy  load  of  meat,  having  killed  a  moose.  We  went 
to  the  place  next  day  where  the  moose  had  been  killed, 
and  the  rest  of  the  meat  was  soon  disposed  of. 

Near  this  place  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  discovered  a  large 
quantity  of  property  which  had  been  left  by  a  band  of 
Assineboins,  as  a  medicine  sacrifice.  Property  left  in 
this  way  may  be  taken  by  any  friendly  band  finding  it. 
But  the  offerings  made  to  ensure  success  in  war  may 
not  be  taken  from  the  place  where  they  are  left.  Wa- 
me-gon-a-biew  having  climbed  a  high  tree  when  he 
made  this  discovery,  and  having  pointed  out  the  place 
to  the  Indians  at  once,  was  so  tardy  in  coming  down, 
that  every  blanket,  every  piece  of  cloth,  and  indeed, 
everything  of  value  was  seized  and  appropriated  before 
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he  got  a  chance.  He  said  little  of  his  disappointment, 
though  it  was  evident  enough.  He  went  aside,  and  sat 
by  himself  on  a  log.  Disturbing  with  his  foot  a  pile  of 
dry  leaves,  he  found  buried  under  it  a  brass  kettle, 
inverted,  and  covering  a  quantity  of  valuable  offerings 
made  to  the  earth.  These  he  of  course  seized  upon  for 
himself,  and  his  portion  was  more  valuable  than  that  of 
any  other.  The  blankets,  robes,  and  other  things  were 
suspended  in  trees,  and  the  quantity  was  larger  than  is 
usually  seen  in  places  where  such  offerings  are  made. 
The  Assineboins  had  held  a  metai  or  religious  cere¬ 
mony  here  on  their  way  to  the  country  of  the  Sioux. 

From  this  place  I  travelled  to  my  home,  and  finding 
all  there  as  usual,  I  remained  some  time  hunting,  and 
was  successful  in  obtaining  a  plentiful  supply  of  food. 

It  was  while  I  was  living  here  at  Great  Wood  River 
that  news  came  of  a  prophet  among  the  Shawnees  who 
had  been  favoured  by  a  revelation  of  the  will  of  the 
Great  Spirit.  I  was  hunting  in  the  prairie,  at  a  great 
distance  from  my  lodge,  when  I  saw  a  stranger  ap¬ 
proaching.  At  first  I  was  apprehensive  of  an  enemy, 
but  as  he  drew  nearer  his  dress  showed  him  to  be  an 
Ojibbeway  ;  yet  when  he  came  up  there  was  something 
very  strange  and  peculiar  in  his  manner.  Fie  signified 
to  me  that  I  must  go  home,  but  gave  no  explanation  of 
the  cause.  He  refused  to  enter  into  any  conversation, 
and  would  not  even  look  at  me  further.  I  thoueht  he 
must  be  crazy,  but  nevertheless  I  turned  towards  my 
lodge  in  his  company.  On  arriving  we  smoked  to¬ 
gether,  still  in  silence,  but  at  last  he  began  to  tell  me 
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that  he  had  come  with  a  message  from  the  prophet  of 
the  Shawnees.  “  Henceforth,”  said  he,  “  the  fire  must 
never  be  suffered  to  go  out  in  your  lodge.  Summer  and 
winter,  day  and  night,  in  calm  or  storm,  you  must  re¬ 
member  that  the  life  in  your  body  and  the  fire  in  your 
lodge  are  the  same  in  nature  and  in  origin.  If  you 
suffer  your  fire  to  go  out,  at  the  same  time  your  life  will 
be  at  an  end.  You  must  not  suffer  a  dog  to  live,  kill 
them  all.  You  must  never  strike  man,  woman,  or  child. 
The  prophet  himself  is  coming  to  shake  hands  with 
you  ;  but  I  have  come  before,  that  you  may  know  what 
is  the  will  of  the  Great  Spirit,  communicated  to  us  by 
him,  and  that  the  preservation  of  your  life  depends  on 
your  entire  obedience.  From  this  time  we  are  neither 
to  get  drunk,  nor  to  steal,  nor  to  lie,  nor  to  go  against 
our  enemies.  While  we  yield  obedience  to  these  com¬ 
mands  of  the  Great  Spirit,  our  enemies,  even  if  they 
come  to  our  country,  will  not  be  able  to  see  us  ;  we 
shall  be  protected  and  made  happy.” 

I  listened  to  all  he  had  to  say,  for  he  seemed  in 
earnest ;  but  I  told  him,  in  answer,  that  I  could  not 
believe  we  should  all  die,  in  case  our  fire  went  out ;  that 
in  many  instances  it  would  be  difficult  to  avoid  punish¬ 
ing  our  children  ;  and  that  dogs  were  so  useful  in  help¬ 
ing  us  to  hunt  and  to  take  animals,  that  I  could  not 
believe  the  Great  Spirit  wished  to  deprive  us  of  them. 
He  continued  talking  till  near  midnight,  and  then  went 
to  sleep  in  my  lodge. 

I  happened  to  wake  the  first  in  the  morning,  and  per¬ 
ceiving  that  the  fire  had  gone  out,  I  called  to  him  to  get 
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up,  and  to  see  how  many  of  us  were  still  living,  and 
how  many  dead.  He  was  prepared  for  the  ridicule  I 
was  attempting  to  throw  upon  his  doctrine,  and  told  me 
I  had  not  yet  shaken  hands  with  the  prophet.  His  visit 
was  merely  to  prepare  me  for  that  event,  and  to  make 
me  aware  of  the  obligations  I  would  make  and  the  risks 
I  would  run  by  entering  into  the  engagement  implied 
in  taking  in  my  hand  the  message  of  the  prophet. 

I  seemed  incredulous,  but  confess  I  did  not  feel 
altogether  easy  in  my  unbelief.  I  had  heard  that  very 
many  of  the  Indians  received  the  doctrine  of  this  man 
with  reverence  and  with  fear.  Distress  and  anxiety 
appeared  in  the  countenances  of  the  people  near  our 
lodge.  Many  killed  their  dogs,  and  resolved  to  practise 
obedience  to  the  commands  of  the  prophet. 

Without  saying  anything,  I  took  an  opportunity  of 
going  to  the  trading-house,  hoping  to  see  white  men, 
believing  that  if  the  Great  Spirit  had  any  communica¬ 
tions  for  men,  they  would  be  given,  in  the  first  instance, 
to  white  men.  The  traders  said  that  a  revelation  had 
been  given,  and  was  written  in  a  sacred  book  ;  but  they 
did  not  say  more  about  it  at  that  time.  They  ridiculed, 
however,  and  despised  the  idea  of  a  new  revelation  of 
the  Divine  Will  having  been  given  to  a  poor  Shawnee. 
Thus  I  was  confirmed  in  my  unbelief.  Nevertheless,  I 
did  not  openly  avow  my  opposition,  only  I  refused  to 
kill  my  dogs.  The  Ojibbeway  envoy  stayed  some  time 
in  our  neighbourhood,  and  gained  the  attention  of  the 
principal  men  so  effectually  that  a  time  was  appointed 
for  a  public  adherence  by  many  of  them  to  the  cause 
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of  the  prophet.  When  the  lodge  had  been  prepared  for 
the  ceremony,  I  went  along  with  the  others  to  observe 
the  proceedings.  I  saw  something  carefully  concealed 
under  a  blanket,  in  shape  and  size  bearing  resemblance 
to  the  form  of  a  man.  But  while  we  remained  no  use 
was  made  of  this  figure,  and  no  one  went  near  it,  or 
raised  the  blanket  which  was  spread  over.  After  a  long 
address,  in  which  the  chief  points  of  the  new  revelation 
were  stated  and  urged,  the  man  showed  four  strings  of 
beans,  which  he  said  were  made  of  the  flesh  itself  of  the 
prophet.  These  were  presented,  with  much  solemnity, 
to  each  man  in  the  lodge,  and  he  was  directed  to  take 
hold  of  each  string  at  the  top,  and  draw  the  bean-like 
substances  gently  through  his  hand.  This  was  called 
shaking  hands  with  the  prophet,  and  was  considered  as 
an  engagement  to  obey  his  injunctions,  and  to  accept 
his  mission.  All  the  Indians  who  touched  the  beans 
had  previously  killed  their  dogs,  and  they  gave  up  also 
their  medicine  bags  and  other  charms,  and  expressed 
their  readiness  to  comply  with  whatever  should  be  re¬ 
quired  of  them. 

The  excitement  and  discussions  caused  by  this 
strange  visitor  had  a  bad  influence  on  our  people. 
They  were  gloomy  and  depressed,  as  if  with  super¬ 
stitious  awe.  Some  of  the  most  brave  and  active  be¬ 
came  indolent,  and  as  there  were  considerable  numbers 
gathered  at  and  near  the  place,  want  of  food  soon  was 
manifest,  and  a  famine  threatened.  I  set  out  with  my 
dogs  to  hunt,  and  soon  got  a  supply  for  my  lodge.  I 
took  care  to  argue  again  with  the  Indians  as  to  the  folly 
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of  having  killed  the  dogs,  which  the  Great  Spirit  must 
have  given  to  help  in  hunting  for  supporting  our  lives. 
The  prophet  had  disappeared  when  the  famine  began. 
He  had  told  the  Indians  never  to  use  flint  and  steel, 
and  never  to  give  fire  to  one  another,  if  that  in  our  own 
lodges  was  extinguished.  I  told  them  that  it  could  not 
be  pleasing  to  the  Great  Spirit  to  see  any  lying  hungry 
and  cold  for  want  of  exerting  themselves.  The  use  of 
flint  and  steel  appeared  to  excite  them  so  much,  as  if  a 
sharp  defiance  of  the  prophet’s  warnings,  that  I  avoided 
using  this  way  of  striking  a  light,  and  I  kindled  my  fire 
by  rubbing  two  pieces  of  dry  cedar  wood,  in  which  I 
became  very  expert.  I  think  there  was  some  improve¬ 
ment  so  far  as  anger  and  violence  were  concerned,  and 
the  desire  for  war  was  not  expressed  as  formerly  ;  there 
seemed  less  craving  for  drink  also,  which  might  be 
caused  by  their  thoughts  being  otherwise  directed,  and 
by  the  want  of  anything  to  take  to  the  trading-houses 
where  drink  was  obtained.  Hunger  compelled  them  to 
resume  more  activity,  and  gradually  fires  were  lighted 
again  ;  dogs  were  procured  and  increased  ;  the  women 
and  children  were  kept  in  order  as  before,  with  the  help 
of  beating  when  necessary  ;  and  the  Shawnee  prophet 
was  remembered  as  a  troublesome  impostor.  I  heard 
afterwards  of  similar  panic  and  mischief  being  caused 
among  distant  and  scattered  Ojibbeway  villages,  but  I 
never  heard  it  conjectured  that  there  was  any  purpose 
to  unite  these  Indians  in  the  accomplishment  of  any 
purpose.  The  whole  affair  showed  how  easily  super¬ 
stitious  fears  may  be  excited,  and  strange  actions  per- 
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formed  under  their  influence,  such  as  the  killing  of  their 
faithful  and  useful  dogs  by  these  Indians.  As  to  the 
good  precepts  mixed  with  the  folly,  such  as  forbidding 
to  lie  and  steal  and  make  war,  it  is  possible  that  the 
prophet  had  heard  something  of  the  religion  of  the 
white  men  in  a  confused  way,  and  repeated  those  pre¬ 
cepts  in  which  the  voice  within  us  agrees  with  the 
alleged  revelation  of  the  Great  Spirit.  This  I  thought, 
not  at  the  time,  but  long  afterwards,  when  I  came  to 
know  more  of  the  religion  of  the  whites,  as  I  shall  pre¬ 
sently  relate. 

After  the  excitement  of  this  affair  had  somewhat 
subsided,  I  went  with  a  large  party  of  Indians  to  some 
of  the  upper  branches  of  the  Red  River  to  hunt  beaver. 
I  know  not  whether  our  people  were  emboldened  by 
the  promise  of  the  prophet  that  we  should  be  invisible 
to  the  Sioux,  but  we  went  much  nearer  them  than  we 
had  formerly  ventured  into  their  country.  It  was  here, 
in  a  border  region,  where  both  they  and  ourselves  had 
been  afraid  to  hunt,  that  we  now  found  beaver  in  the 
greatest  abundance.  Here  I,  without  the  aid  of  my 
gun,  took  one  hundred  large  beavers  in  a  single  month, 
by  trapping  merely.  My  family  had  now  increased,  but 
I  was  able  alone  to  supply  all  their  wants. 
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At  length,  however,  the  beaver  got  scarce,  and  I  had  to 
use  my  gun  again.  The  first  time  I  went  out  with  it  I 
shot  an  elk.  When  the  report  was  heard  at  the  lodge, 
my  people  were  startled,  and  fled  to  the  woods,  believ¬ 
ing  the  Sioux  had  fired  upon  me.  A  few  days  after,  I 
myself  got  a  fright  from  a  similar  false  alarm.  I  had 
killed  a  moose,  and  was  cutting  it  up,  when  I  heard  a 
gun  not  more  than  two  hundred  yards  from  me.  I 
knew  that  I  had  advanced  nearer  to  the  frontier  of  the 
Sioux  than  any  Ojibbeway,  and  I  did  not  believe  there 
was  any  of  the  latter  tribe  living  near  me.  I  therefore 
believed  this  must  be  the  gun  of  a  Sioux,  and  imme¬ 
diately  called  out  to  him,  as  I  supposed  he  must  have 
heard  my  firing ;  but  no  answer  was  returned.  [ 
watched  about  me  more  anxiously  than  before,  and  as 
evening  was  coming  on  I  went  home  as  silently  and 
cautiously  as  I  could.  On  the  following  day,  I  ventured 
to  examine  in  the  direction  of  the  place  where  I  had 
heard  the  gun,  and  found  the  tracks,  which  proved  to  be 
those  of  an  Ojibbeway,  who  had  fired  upon  a  bear  he 
was  pursuing,  probably  with  too  much  eagerness  to 
have  heard  my  call.  Soon  after  this  I  found  many 
tracks,  and  ascertained  that  I  was  not  far  from  a  place 
where  the  Ojibbeways  had  built  and  fortified  a  camp. 
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Three  times  I  received  messages  from  the  chiefs  of 
the  band  living  at  this  camp,  urging  me  to  go  there,  as 
the  situation  of  my  lodge  was  exposed  and  dangerous. 
Disliking  to  live  in  a  crowd,  I  did  not  attend  to  this 
offer  until  I  discovered  the  tracks  of  some  Sioux,  who 
had  evidently  been  reconnoitring  my  camp.  Then  I 
took  advantage  of  this  offer. 

The  Sioux  from  time  to  time  came  near  and  looked 
at  the  place,  but  did  not  venture  to  attack  it.  When 
the  spring  came  all  the  Ojibbeways  left  in  a  body;  but 
I  was  compelled  to  remain,  having  charge  of  some 
packs  for  a  trader,  which  I  could  not  remove.  The 
chiefs  warned  me,  and  said  the  Sioux  would  certainly 
know  when  the  main  body  had  gone,  and  would  fall 
upon  me  when  thus  left  behind.  Having  seen  nothing 
of  them  for  some  time  I  did  not  feel  alarmed,  though  I 
could  not  wholly  disregard  the  friendly  warning.  At 
night  I  closed  the  entrance  to  my  camp  as  effectually  as 
I  could,  and  cautioning  my  family  to  remain  very  quiet, 
I  stationed  myself  by  the  stockade  or  wall  to  watch. 
The  night  was  not  far  advanced,  when  by  the  light 
of  the  moon,  which  then  shone  brightly,  I  saw  two 
men,  who  came  directly  towards  the  usual  entrance,  but 
finding  it  barricaded  they  began  to  walk  round  and 
examine  the  fence.  Fear  strongly  prompted  me  to  fire 
and  shoot  them  without  hailing ;  but  remembering  that 
possibly  they  might  not  be  Sioux,  I  took  an  opportu¬ 
nity,  when  I  could  get  my  gun  pointed  at  them  without 
my  being  much  exposed,  to  hail  them.  They  proved  to 
be  the  trader  on  whose  account  I  had  stayed  back, 
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accompanied  by  a  French  trader.  I  gladly  opened  my 
fort  to  let  them  in,  and  thus  reinforced  we  spent  the 
remainder  of  the  night  quietly.  Next  morning  we 
moved  out,  taking  the  trader’s  packs,  following  the  path 
of  the  Ojibbeways. 

I  did  not  wish  to  rejoin  this  band,  and  after  leaving 
the  traders  I  went  to  camp  by  myself  in  the  woods  for 
a  time.  Then  I  joined  some  other  Ojibbeways,  of  Red 
River,  under  a  chief  called  Be-gwa-is.  The  hunters  of 
this  band  had  been  for  some  days  trying  to  kill  an  old 
buck  moose,  who  had  become  notorious  among  them 
for  his  shyness  and  cunning.  The  first  day  I  went  out 
I  saw  this  moose,  but  could  not  kill  him ;  I  killed 
another,  however,  and  returned  the  next  day  after  the 
buck.  It  so  happened  that  the  weather  and  wind  were 
favourable,  and  I  killed  him.  I  think  it  was  only  a 
fortunate  shot,  but  the  Indians,  after  their  own  want 
of  success,  gave  me  credit  for  superior  skill,  and  I  was 
thenceforth  reckoned  the  best  hunter  in  that  band. 

We  now  started,  twelve  of  us,  under  Be-gwa-is,  to  go 
towards  the  Sioux  country,  to  hunt  beaver,  leaving  our 
families  behind.  On  this  hunt  all  the  Indians  became 
snow-blind,  and  I  being  the  only  one  for  a  time  able  to 
hunt,  had  to  provide  for  the  whole  band.  As  the  snow 
went  off  in  the  spring,  they  began  to  recover.  We 
separated  into  three  parties,  one  of  which  was  attacked 
by  the  Sioux,  who  killed  a  man  and  carried  off  another 
as  prisoner.  The  band  with  whom  I  was,  heard  of  this 
from  the  two  who  escaped  when  the  Sioux  fell  upon 
them,  and  becoming  panic-struck  fled  with  all  the  speed 
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they  could  make.  I  happened  to  have  hurt  my  foot 
with  my  axe,  and  was  unable  to  travel  fast,  but  they 
paid  no  regard  to  my  situation.  I  followed  as  I  was 
able,  and  at  night  came  up  with  them,  finding  them 
miserable  and  starving  in  their  comfortless  camp  ;  for 
these  were  disciples  of  the  prophet,  and  did  not  venture 
to  strike  a  fire.  Rain  and  sleet  had  fallen,  although  the 
spring  was  now  advancing,  and  the  weather  was  very 
cold.  As  soon  as  I  could  I  got  away  from  this  cheer¬ 
less  band,  and  found  my  way  back  to  where  I  had  left 
our  women,  who  were  employed  for  some  time  in  mak¬ 
ing  sugar,  as  the  sap  rose  in  the  maple-trees  in  early 
spring. 

After  our  spring  hunting  there  was  again  talk  about 
going  against  the  Sioux,  and  a  party  assembled,  among 
those  who  lived  immediately  about  me.  Wa-me-gon- 
a-biew  and  I  joined  them,  but  instead  of  going  against 
our  enemies,  we  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  summer 
among  the  buffalo.  In  the  fall  I  returned  to  Pem- 
binah,  my  intention  being  to  go  thence  to  the  wintering 
ground  of  a  trader  who  had  some  time  before  proposed 
to  assist  me  in  getting  to  the  States.  I  now  heard  of 
the  war  between  the  States  and  Great  Britain,  and  of 
the  capture  of  Mackinac,  and  this  intelligence  deterred 
me  from  any  attempt  to  pass  through  the  frontiers  of 
the  United  States  territory,  which  were  then  the  scenes 
of  warlike  operations. 

In  the  ensuing  spring  there  was  a  very  general  move¬ 
ment  among  the  Ojibbeways  of  the  Red  River  towards 
the  Sioux  country,  but  the  professed  design  was  only  to 
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hunt.  I  travelled  with  a  large  band  under  the  direction 
of  Aisainse  (the  little  clam).  His  brother,  Wa-ge-tote, 
was  a  man  of  considerable  importance.  We  had 
ascended  Red  River  about  a  hundred  miles  when  we 
met  Mr.  Hanie,  a  trader,  who  gave  us  some  rum.  I 
lived  at  this  time  in  a  long  lodge,  having  two  or  three 
fires,  and  I  occupied  it  in  common  with  several  other 
men  and  their  families,  mostly  the  relatives  of  my  wife. 
It  was  midnight,  or  after,  and  I  was  asleep,  when  I  was 
suddenly  waked  by  a  man  seizing  me  roughly  by  the 
hand,  and  raising  me  up.  There  was  still  a  little  fire 
burning,  and  by  the  light  it  gave  I  recognised,  in  the 
angry  and  threatening  countenance  that  hung  over  me, 
the  face  of  Wa-ge-tote,  the  brother  of  the  Little  Clam, 
our  principal  chief.  “  I  have  solemnly  promised,”  he 
said,  “  that  if  you  come  with  us  to  this  country,  you 
shall  not  live  ;  up,  therefore,  and  be  ready  to  answer 
me.”  He  then  went  on  to  Wah-zhe-gwun,  the  man 
who  was  sleeping  next  to  me,  and  used  to  him  similar 
threatening  and  insolent  language ;  but  by  this  time,  an 
old  man,  a  relation  of  mine,  called  Mab-nuge,  who  slept 
beyond,  had  comprehended  the  purpose  of  his  visit,  and 
raised  himself  up,  with  his  knife  in  his  hand.  When 
Wa-ge-tote  came  to  him,  and  was  beginning  the  same 
threatening  language,  he  got  a  sharp  answer  with  the 
point  of  the  old  man’s  knife.  He  then  returned  to  me, 
drew  his  knife,  and  threatened  me  with  instant  death. 
“You  are  a  stranger,”  he  said,  “and  have  come  among 
us,  with  your  family,  to  feed  yourself  with  what  does 
not  belong  to  you.  You  have  visited  our  best  hunting 
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grounds,  and  have  destroyed  many  animals  intended 
for  our  sustenance.  Go  back,  therefore,  from  this  place, 
and  be  no  longer  a  burden  to  us,  or  I  will  certainly  take 
your  life.”  I  answered  him  that  I  was  not  going  to  the 
country  they  were  now  about  to  visit,  but  that  if  I  were, 
it  was  my  right  to  go  where  I  pleased,  and  I  would  main¬ 
tain  my  right.”  By  this  time  I  was  standing  up  to 
defend  myself,  and  at  that  moment  old  Mab-nuge  came 
also  beside  him,  with  his  knife  in  his  hand,  and  drove 
the  quarrelsome  half-drunken  Wa-ge-tote  out  of  the 
lodge.  The  rum  given  by  the  trader  had  Caused  this 
disturbance.  We  saw  the  man  no  more  for  some  time ; 
he  probably  felt  ashamed  of  himself  when  sober  in  the 
morning.  His  brother,  the  Little  Clam,  told  us  to 
think  nothing  of  what  he  had  said. 

Here  a  messenger  overtook  us,  to  bring  to  the  Ottaw- 
waws  the  information  that  the  chief  known  as  the  Black 
Bird,  from  L’Arbre  Croche,  had  arrived  from  Lake 
Huron,  to  call  us  all  home  to  that  country.  So  we 
turned  back,  and  one  after  another  left  till  only  the 
Ojibbeways  remained,  and  they  met  with  others  of  their 
people  on  their  way  towards  the  Sioux  country.  Ais- 
ainse,  the  Ojibbeway  chief,  was  returning  one  evening 
from  a  successful  hunt,  having  killed  two  elks,  and  on 
the  following  morning,  his  wife  with  her  young  son, 
started  out  to  dry  the  meat.  They  had  proceeded  a 
great  distance  from  the  lodge  when  the  lad  discovered 
a  Sioux  band  at  no  great  distance,  and  called  out  to  his 
mother,  “The  Sioux  are  coming.”  The  old  woman 
drew  her  knife,  and  cutting  the  belt  which  bound  the 


PRESENTIMENTS. 


191 

boy’s  blanket  to  his  body,  told  him  to  run  for  home 
with  all  his  strength.  She  then  awaited  the  approach 
of  the  war  party.  The  lad  heard  the  firing  of  guns, 
and  the  old  woman  was  no  more  heard  of.  The  boy 
reached  the  fort  near  Wild  Rice  River  in  a  state  of 
great  exhaustion.  Another  party  of  Ojibbeways  fell  in 
with  some  Sioux,  but  succeeded  in  driving  them  off, 
chiefly  through  the  valour  of  Little  Clam,  Aisainse, 
whose  wife  had  been  killed  in  the  way  just  narrated. 
Another  Ojibbeway  chief  man,  Ta-bush-shish,  had  been 
hunting  in  a  different  direction,  accompanied  by  only 
one,  and  had  heard  distant  firing,  either  where  the  old 
woman  had  been  killed,  or  where  Aisainse  was  fighting, 
and  had  returned  home.  The  Indians  said  of  him,  as 
they  often  say  of  a  man  after  his  death,  that  he  had 
some  presentiments  or  forewarnings  of  his  fate.  On 
reaching  his  lodge  the  previous  evening  in  the  fortified 
camp,  he  had  been  met  by  the  abusive  tongue  of  an  old 
wife,  who  had  been  jealous  of  the  attention  bestowed 
on  a  younger  rival.  On  this  occasion  he  said  to  her : 
“  Scold  away,  old  woman,  for  I  hear  you  now  for  the 
last  time.”  Later  in  the  evening  some  one  arrived  who 
had  skulked  and  fled  from  the  fight  in  which  the  Little 
Clam  was  engaged.  Ta-bush-shish  said  to  one  of  his 
friends,  Be-na,  the  Pheasant,  “  Is  it  not  a  shame  to  leave 
Aisainse  outside,  with  only  a  few  men,  while  so  many 
of  his  friends  are  staying  here  safely  in  the  camp  ?  ” 
The  two  went  out  together,  and  following  a  track  it 
brought  them  to  a  place  where  a  party  of  Sioux  had 
lighted  a  fire,  round  which  they  were  sitting.  They 
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crept  as  near  as  they  could,  but  not  finding  a  favourable 
opportunity  to  fire,  they  went  forward  on  the  path 
which  they  were  sure  the  Sioux  must  take,  and  lay 
down  in  ambush  in  the  snow.  It  was  night,  but  not 
very  dark.  When  the  Sioux  began  to  move,  and  a 
number  of  them  came  near  the  place  where  they  had 
concealed  themselves,  both  rose  up  and  fired,  Be-na 
instantly  fleeing  in  a  different  direction  from  Ta-bush- 
shish,  as  they  had  arranged  to  do.  When  at  a  con¬ 
siderable  distance,  and  finding  that  he  was  not  pursued, 
he  stopped  to  listen,  and  occasionally  heard  a  gun  fired, 
and  sometimes  distinguished  the  shrill  and  solitary 
sah-sah-kwi  or  signal  cry  of  Ta-bush-shish,  shifting  from 
place  to  place,  probably  in  hope  that  they  might  rejoin 
one  another.  But  presently  he  heard  several  guns  dis¬ 
charged  at  the  same  moment,  and  immediately  after, 
the  shouts  and  whoops  of  the  Sioux  at  the  fall  of  their 
enemy.  They  had  just  discovered  his  place  of  conceal¬ 
ment.  All  was  silent  soon,  and  he  then  returned  to  the 
camp. 

It  was  on  the  same  day,  as  we  afterwards  learned,  that 
the  warriors  from  Leech  Lake,  to  whom  Wa-ge-tote 
had  joined  himself,  fell  on  some  Sioux  lodges  at  the  Long 
Prairie.  They  fought  for  most  part  of  two  days,  and 
many  were  killed  on  both  sides. 

Wah-ka-zhe,  brother  of  Black  Bird,  the  chief  from 
L’Arbre  Croche,  met  those  Ottawwaws  who  returned 
from  Red  River  at  Lake  Winnipeg.  He  had  been  ten 
years  in  the  Rocky  Mountains  and  the  country  near  there, 
but  now  wished  to  return  to  his  own  people.  He  had 
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been  in  the  course  of  his  life  much  in  company  with 
whites,  and  was  well  acquainted  with  the  different 
methods  of  gaining  a  living  among  them.  I  had  much 
conversation  with  him.  He  told  me  that  I  would  be 
much  better  situated  among  the  whites,  but  that  I  could 
not  become  a  trader,  as  I  was  unable  to  write.  Nor 
could  I  be  a  farmer,  because  my  habits  had  made  me 
unfit  to  submit  to  the  steady  constant  labour  necessary 
for  success.  There  was  but  one  situation  exactly  adapted 
to  my  habits  and  qualifications,  that  of  an  interpreter. 
The  idea,  therefore  from  this  time  occupied  my  thoughts 
and  excited  my  hopes. 

Among  other  subjects  of  conversation  he  gave  me  an 
account  of  a  missionary  who  had  come  among  the  Ottaw- 
waws  about  the  lakes,  and  urged  them  to  abandon  their 
own  religion  and  adopt  that  of  the  white  men.  I  had  met 
white  men  on  different  occasions,  but  never  had  heard 
them  speak  on  the  subject  of  religion,  except  that  time 
when  I  went  to  seek  information  about  the  Shawnee 
prophet.  They  seemed  wholly  occupied  with  their 
trading.  I  longed  to  meet  this  or  some  other  missionary 
from  whom  I  could  learn  something  of  the  religion  held 
by  them.  But  this  opportunity  did  not  come  till  some 
time  after. 

Wah-ka-zhe  being  the  most  considerable  man  among 
us  at  this  time,  it  devolved  upon  him  to  direct  our  move¬ 
ments  ;  but  either  from  indolence,  or  from  his  good 
opinion  of  me,  he  determined  that  not  only  himself  but 
all  his  band  should,  for  the  winter,  be  guided  by  me.  As 
we  had  no  object  beyond  subsistence,  and  I  was  reckoned 
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a  very  good  hunter,  and  knew  this  part  of  the  country 
better  than  any  other  man  of  the  band,  his  advice  was 
indeed  not  impolitic,  and  I  undertook  the  leadership.  I 
advised  that  we  should  go  to  spend  the  winter  at  the 
Be-gwi-o-nush-ko  River.  This  is  a  tributary  which  enters 
Red  River  about  ten  miles  below  Pembinah.  At  the 
time  I  speak  of,  the  country  on  either  side  of  it  was  well 
stocked  with  game.  We  lived  here  in  great  comfort  and 
plenty,  and  Wah-ka-zhe  often  expressed  his  satisfaction 
at  having  chosen  me  to  direct  the  movements  of  his  band. 
When  part  of  the  winter  had  passed  we  were  brought 
into  trouble  by  the  violent  conduct  of  Wa-me-gon-a- 
biew.  He  had  on  former  occasions,  at  different  places, 
got  into  quarrels,  and  in  one  rencontre  had  part  of  his 
nose  bitten  or  cut  off.  His  temper  had,  perhaps  on  this 
account,  been  getting  worse  than  ever.  He  was  now 
talking  of  sacrificing  Wah-ka-zhe,  on  account  of  being  in 
some  degree  connected  with  the  man  who,  many  years 
before,  had  killed  his  father,  Taw-ga-we-ninne.  I  re¬ 
monstrated  with  him  strongly  against  his  present  pur¬ 
pose.  Nevertheless  he  went  one  day,  with  his  knife  in 
his  hand,  to  the  lodge  of  Wah-ka-zhe,  with  the  intention 
of  killing  him.  Muk-kud-da-be-na-sa,  a  son  of  Wah-ka- 
zhe  perceived  his  intention  and  prevented  him,  and 
offered  to  engage  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  in  single  combat. 
He  declined  this,  and  was  accordingly  taunted  by  many 
with  cowardice,  a  charge  which  I  think  he  richly  de¬ 
served,  when  he  retained  the  vindictive  feeling  against 
the  old  man.  I  not  only  reproved  him,  but  proposed 
that  he  be  driven  from  the  band,  and  no  longer  con- 
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sidered  as  my  brother.  But  Wah-ka-zhe  was  a  friendly 
and  considerate  man,  and,  unwilling  that  further  trouble 
or  disturbance  should  be  made,  forgave  his  offence. 

Another  son  of  Wah-ka-zhe  was  reckoned  one  of  the 
best  hunters  among  the  Indians  of  this  band,  and 
there  was  between  us  a  friendly  rivalry  in  hunting. 
He  killed  nineteen  moose,  one  beaver,  and  one  bear, 
while  I  killed  seventeen  moose,  seven  bears,  and  very 
many  beavers ;  but  he  was  considered  the  better  hunter, 
moose  being  the  most  difficult  of  all  animals  to  kill. 
There  are  many  Indians  who  hunt  through  the  winter 
in  that  country,  and  kill  not  more  than  two  or  three 
moose,  and  some  are  never  able  to  kill  one. 

We  had  plenty  of  game  at  the  Be-gwi-o-nush-ko  River, 
until  another  band  of  Ojibbeways  came  upon  us,  in 
large  numbers,  and  in  a  starving  condition.  While  we 
were  in  this  situation,  and  many  of  those  who  had 
recently  joined  us  were  on  the  point  of  perishing  with 
hunger,  a  man  called  Gish-kaw-ko,  the  nephew  of  him 
by  whom  I  was  first  taken  prisoner,  went  a-hunting,  and 
in  one  day  killed  two  moose.  Knowing  my  reputation 
as  a  hunter  he  asked  me  to  go  out  with  him,  and  get 
some  meat  for  ourselves  and  our  own  people  ;  signifying 
at  the  same  time  his  intention  to  keep  his  success  con¬ 
cealed  from  the  remainder  of  the  band,  and  especially 
from  the  new  comers  :  but  I  refused  to  have  any  part 
with  him  in  such  a  transaction.  I  immediately  started 
with  the  chief’s  son,  and  one  or  two  others,  and  we 
killed  four  bears,  which  we  distributed  among  the 
hungry. 
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It  was  soon  found  necessary,  as  our  company  was 
now  so  large,  to  disperse  in  various  directions.  With 
Wah-ka-zhe,  his  son,  the  Black  Bird,  and  one  other 
man,  I  went  and  encamped  at  about  the  distance  of 
two  days’  journey  from  where  we  had  been  living. 
We  had  very  bad  luck  in  hunting,  and  were  so 
reduced  to  straits,  that  my  companions  thought  it 
necessary  to  have  recourse  to  a  medicine  hunt.  To 
myself  and  to  the  son  of  the  old  man,  as  the  best 
hunters,  a  little  bag  of  medicine  was  given,  consisting 
of  certain  dried  roots,  pounded  fine,  and  mixed  with 
red  paint.  This  was  to  be  applied  to  the  little  figures 
of  animals  we  wished  to  kill.  These  figures,  or  idols 
we  might  almost  call  them,  are  often  carried  by  the 
Indians,  and  if  they  have  them  not,  a  rude  sketch  is 
made  on  birch  bark  or  other  surface,  representing  the 
animal,  and  this  is  marked  with  the  medicine  paint. 
This  is  supposed  to  secure  good  success. 

A  somewhat  similar  kind  of  medicine  charm  is  used 
when  an  Indian  wishes  some  injury  or  disease  to  come 
upon  another.  He  draws  a  figure  of  his  enemy,  and 
the  part  representing  the  heart  is  pierced  with  a  sharp 
instrument  if  death  is  desired,  and  the  figure  is  smeared 
with  the  medicine.  These  drawings  on  birch  bark  or 
wood  are  called  muzzi-ne-neen  (plural  muzzi-ne-neen- 
ug).  After  our  medicine  incantation  we  started  with 
much  confidence  of  success,  but  Wah-ka-zhe  followed, 
and  overtaking  us  at  some  distance,  cautioned  us  against 
using  the  medicine  which  Wah-gitch-e-gum-me  had 
given  us,  as  he  said  it  would  be  the  means  of  mischief 
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and  misery  to  us,  not  at  present,  but  when  we  came 
to  die.  We  therefore  did  not  make  use  of  it ;  but 
nevertheless,  happening  to  kill  some  game,  Wah-gitch-e- 
gum-me  thought  himself,  on  account  of  the  supposed 
efficacy  of  his  medicine,  entitled  to  a  handsome  share 
of  it.  Such  is  the  power  of  imagination  in  those  who 
are  credulous.  We  might  not  have  the  same  luck 
another  time,  whether  with  or  without  the  medicine 
charm,  and  seeing  that  hunger  was  likely  to  press  heavily 
upon  us,  I  separated  from  the  rest,  and  went  to  live 
by  myself,  feeling  confident  that  by  so  doing  I  could 
always  ensure  a  plentiful  supply  of  food  for  my  own 
family. 

About  the  usual  time  for  assembling  in  the  spring,  I 
began  to  descend  the  Be-gwi-o-nush-ko  to  go  to  the 
traders  on  Red  River.  Most  of  the  Indians  had  left 
their  camps,  and  gone  on  before  me.  As  I  was  one 
morning  passing  a  deserted  camping  place,  I  saw  on 
shore  a  little  stick  standing  in  the  bank,  and  attached 
to  the  top  of  it  a  piece  of  birch  bark.  On  examination 
I  found  the  mark  of  a  rattlesnake,  made  with  a  knife, 
the  handle  touching  the  snake,  and  the  point  sticking 
into  a  bear,  the  head  of  the  latter  being  down.  Near 
the  rattlesnake  was  the  mark  or  totem  of  a  beaver,  one 
of  its  teats,  showing  it  to  be  a  female,  touching  the 
snake.  This  was  left  for  my  information,  and  I  learned 
from  it  that  Wa-me-gon-a-biew,  whose  totem  was  the 
rattlesnake,  had  killed  a  man  whose  totem  was  the  bear. 
The  murderer  could  be  no  other  than  Wa-me-gon- 
a-biew,  as  it  was  specified  that  he  was  the  son  of  a 
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woman  whose  totem  was  the  beaver,  and  this  I  knew 
must  be  Net-no-kwa.  As  there  were  but  few  of  the  bear 
totem  in  our  band,  I  was  confident  that  the  man  killed 
was  a  young  man  named  Ke-zha-zhoons  ;  that  he  was 
dead  and  not  wounded  merely,  was  indicated  by  the 
drooping  down  of  the  head  of  the  bear. 

I  was  not  deterred  by  this  information  from  continu¬ 
ing  my  journey,  although  I  could  not  tell  whether  my 
brother  left  it  in  order  to  warn  me  or  to  hasten  my 
coming  to  him.  I  went  on  as  quickly  as  I  could,  and 
arrived  in  time  to  witness  the  interment  of  the  young 
man  my  brother  had  killed.  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  had 
gone  by  himself  to  dig  the  grave,  and  he  dug  it  wide 
enough  for  two  men.  When  the  friends  of  Ke-zha- 
zhoons  brought  his  body,  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  stripped 
himself  except  his  loin  cloth,  and  sat  down  thus  almost 
naked  at  the  head  of  the  grave.  He  then  handed  his  knife 
to  the  nearest  male  relative  of  the  deceased.  “  My  friend,” 
he  said,  “  I  have  killed  your  brother  when  I  was  in  a 
passion.  You  see  I  have  made  a  grave  wide  enough  for 
both  of  us,  and  I  am  now  ready  and  willing  to  sleep 
with  him.”  The  first,  then  the  second,  and  eventually 
all  the  friends  of  the  murdered  young  man,  refused  the 
knife  offered  to  each  in  succession.  The  relations  of 
Wa-me-gon-a-biew  were  many  and  powerful,  and  the 
fear  of  them  I  believe  it  was  which  saved  his  life.  At 
all  events  it  was  a  politic  thing  for  my  brother  to  act  as 
he  did,  even  if  he  felt  no  generous  compunction  for  his 
deed  of  blood.  When  he  saw  that  none  of  the  male 
relations  of  the  deceased  were  willing  to  avenge  their 
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comrade’s  death,  or  at  least  publicly  to  undertake  his 
punishment,  Wa-me-gon-a-biew  said  to  them,  “  Trouble 
me  no  more,  now  or  hereafter, about  this  affair ;  I  shall  do 
again  as  I  now  have  done  if  any  of  you  venture  to  give 
me  similar  provocation.”  It  seems  the  quarrel  began  by 
the  murdered  man  ridiculing  my  brother’s  disfigured 
face,  and  calling  him  cut-nose. 

The  method  by  which  information  of  this  affair  was 
communicated  to  me  at  a  distance,  is  one  in  common 
use  among  the  Indians,  and  in  most  cases  it  is  perfectly 
clear  and  intelligible.  The  men  of  the  same  tribe  are 
generally  well  acquainted  with  the  mark,  or  totem, 
belonging  to  each.  If  on  any  record  of  this  kind  the 
figure  of  a  man  appears  without  any  designatory  mark, 
it  is  understood  immediately  that  he  is  a  stranger,  or  not 
known.  But  in  most  hieroglyphic  letters  of  this  sort, 
there  is  no  figure,  but  only  the  totem  or  surname  given. 
If  the  information  is  to  be  communicated  that  a  band 
or  a  person  is  starving,  the  mouth  of  the  figure,  or  of  the 
totem  of  the  tribe  or  person,  is  smeared  with  white  paint. 

After  visiting  the  trader  on  Red  River  I  started  with 
the  intention  of  again  trying  to  come  to  the  States,  but 
at  Lake  Winnipeg  I  heard  that  the  war  still  continued, 
with  such  disturbances  on  the  frontier  as  would  render 
it  difficult  for  me  to  pass  with  safety.  I  was,  therefore, 
compelled  to  stop  by  myself  at  that  place,  where  I  was, 
after  some  time,  joined  by  Pe-shaw-ba  and  others,  to 
the  extent  of  three  lodges.  I  was  sorry  to  see  Pe-shaw- 
ba  now  in  an  enfeebled  state  of  health.  His  old  friend 
and  companion,  Waus-so  had  been  accidentally  killed 
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by  an  Assineboin,  and  this  preyed  much  on  his  spirit. 
It  will  be  remembered  that  I  first  knew  Pe-shaw-ba 
when  I  was  comparatively  young,  and  he  was  then 
advanced  in  years,  but  a  fine  and  noble-looking  man. 
He  and  Waus-so,  with  two  or  three  other  Ottawwaws, 
had  then  come  from  the  neighbourhood  of  Lake  Huron, 
where  they  had  lived  for  some  time,  because  they  had 
heard  of  distress  among  some  of  the  people  of  their 
race,  and  they  came  to  help  them  in  hunting.  He  was 
related  to  Net-no-kwa,  and  I  have  formerly  described 
my  first  interview  with  him.  He  had  then  become  my 
friend  and  protector,  and  I  always  retained  much  regard 
for  him.  I  was  glad  now  to  be  able  to  help  and  to 
comfort  him  in  his  old  age,  for  we  were  living  in  plenty 
and  contentment.  But  he  grew  feeble,  and  soon  was 
conscious  that  his  end  was  drawing  near.  He  told  us 
he  could  not  live  long.  He  spoke  with  much  reverence 
of  the  Great  Spirit,  and  he  said  that  he  had  tried  to  do 
what  was  just  and  right.  “  I  have  not,”  he  said,  “struck 
my  friends  in  their  lodge.  I  have  disregarded  the 
foolishness  of  young  men  who  would  have  offended 
me,  but  have  always  been  ready  to  lead  our  brave  men 
against  the  Sioux.  To  you,  my  son,  I  have  been  a 
protector,  and  you  will  grieve  when  I  leave  you  ;  but 
be  not  like  a  woman,  you  will  soon  follow  in  my  path.” 
Soon  after  this  the  old  man  walked  out  of  the  lodee, 
looked  at  the  sky,  the  sun,  the  lake,  and  the  distant 
hills ;  then  came  in,  and  lay  down  composedly  in  his 
place  in  the  lodge,  and  in  a  few  minutes  ceased  to 
breathe. 
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After  the  death  of  Pe-shaw-ba  the  friends  who  had 
come  with  him  remained  with  us  till  winter  was  over, 
and  in  the  spring  went  to  Dead  River,  where  we  planted 
corn,  and  spent  the  summer.  In  the  fall,  after  the  corn 
was  gathered,  we  went  to  the  hunting-grounds.  When 
the  hunting  season  was  over,  and  many  had  gathered 
at  the  trading  station  at  Pembinah,  the  chiefs  built 
a  great  lodge,  and  called  all  the  men  together  to  receive 
some  information  concerning  a  new  revelation  from  the 
Great  Spirit.  The  bearer  of  this  revelation  was  Manito- 
o  gheezik,  a  man  of  no  great  fame,  but  well  known  to 
most  of  the  Ojibbeways  of  that  country.  He  had  dis¬ 
appeared  for  about  a  year,  and  in  that  time  he  pre¬ 
tended  to  have  visited  the  abode  of  the  Great  Spirit, 
and  to  have  listened  to  his  instructions.  Some  of  the 
traders  informed  me  that  he  had  only  been  to  St.  Louis, 
on  the  Mississippi.  He  may  have  there  picked  up  some 
knowledge  not  possessed  by  the  Indians  among  whom 
he  alone  had  lived  previously. 

When  the  assembly  met,  the  Little  Clam  undertook 
to  explain  the  object  of  the  meeting,  and  described 
some  of  the  leading  features  of  the  revelation  brought 
by  Manito-o-gheezik.  The  Indians  were  no  more  to 
go  to  war ;  they  were  no  more  to  steal,  defraud,  or  lie, 
or  get  drunk.  There  was  no  unnatural  and  foolish 
precept,  like  that  of  the  Shawnee  emissary,  who  forbade 
fires  to  be  lighted,  and  ordered  the  dogs  to  be  slain. 
Most  of  the  maxims  and  directions  communicated  to 
the  Indians  at  this  assembly  were  of  a  kind  to  be 
permanently  useful  to  them  ;  and  the  effect  of  their 
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influence  was  for  a  time  manifest  In  their  more 
orderly  and  peaceable  conduct,  and  somewhat  im¬ 
proved  condition. 

When  we  were  ready  to  separate  from  the  trading 
post,  Aisainse  (the  Little  Clam)  invited  several  of 
us,  myself  in  particular,  to  accompany  him  to  his 
home  at  Spirit  Lake.  But  I  declined,  as  I  wished  to 
go  to  a  woody  country  for  the  purpose  of  hunting  the 
fur-bearing  animals.  Ten  men,  among  whom  were 
Wa-ge-tote  and  Gi-ah-ge-git,  with  some  women  and 
their  families,  accepted  his  invitation,  and  set  out  with 
him.  A  young  man,  a  friend  of  Aisainse,  before  they 
separated  from  us  at  Pembinah,  predicted  that  he  would 
be  killed  at  Spirit  Lake.  Having  obtained  much 
credit  among  the  Indians,  his  admonition  of  impend¬ 
ing  danger  to  those  who  would  go  with  Little  Clam 
began  to  be  so  much  regarded  that  Wa-me-gon-a-biew 
and  many  others  became  uneasy  and  returned.  Last 
of  all  came  Match-e-toons,  a  foolish  and  lying  young 
man,  who  reported  that  the  indications  of  danger  were 
thickening  round  Little  Clam  and  his  band,  and  that 
he  had  heard  the  firing  of  the  Sioux  at  the  camp  he  had 
left.  We  did  not  immediately  believe  this  report,  but 
having  waited  anxiously  for  several  days,  we  sent  out 
twenty  men  to  ascertain  whether  there  was  any  founda¬ 
tion  for  his  statement.  This  party,  when  they  arrived 
at  the  place  where  the  Little  Clam  had  been  encamped, 
found  that  the  whole  band  had  been  cut  off.  First 
of  all,  and  in  advance  of  all  the  camp,  lay  the  body 
of  Se-gwunoons,  the  young  man  who  had  predicted  the 
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attack  before  he  left  Pembinah.  Near  him  lay  some 
men  of  his  own  age,  and  farther  back  the  body  of 
Little  Clam.  In  the  camp  the  ground  was  strewed 
with  the  bodies  of  the  women  and  children.  At  some 
distance  was  the  body  of  one  of  tne  Sioux,  in  a  sitting 
posture,  and  covered  with  the  puk-kwi,  or  mats,  which 
had  belonged  to  the  Ojibbeway  lodges.  Not  one 
escaped  except  Match-e-toons,  but  some  doubted 
whether  he  had  not  fled  in  the  time  of  the  fight, 
instead  of  the  evening  before,  as  he  had  stated.  Thus 
died  Little  Clam,  one  of  the  last  of  the  considerable 
men  of  his  time,  belonging  to  the  Ojibbeways  of  Red 
River. 

We  then  went  down  to  Dead  River,  planted  corn, 
and  spent  the  summer  there.  Sha-gwa-koo-sink,  an 
Ottawwaw,  an  old  man,  first  introduced  the  cultivation 
of  corn  among  the  Ojibbeways  of  the  Red  River 
country. 
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PEMBINAH  was  the  trading  station  to  which  I  had 
always  chiefly  resorted,  and  where  I  was  well  known. 
There  were  agents  there  of  the  North-West  Company 
and  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company,  but  the  latter  had 
recently  left  the  place  to  their  rivals.  Some  incidents 
occurred  at  this  time  which  show  the  selfish  rapacity  too 
often  characteristic  of  the  fur  traders.  A  Mr.  Henry 
had  for  ten  years  managed  the  trade  for  the  North-West 
Company.  He  was  succeeded  by  a  Mr.  McKenzie,  who 
remained  only  a  short  time,  and  after  him  came  Mr. 
Wells,  whom  the  Indians  called  Gah-se-moan  (a  sail), 
from  the  roundness  and  fulness  of  his  person.  He  built  a 
strong  fort  on  Red  River,  near  the  mouth  of  the  Assine- 
boin.  The  Hudson’s  Bay  Company  had  now  no  post 
in  that  part  of  the  country,  and  the  Indians  were  soon 
made  conscious  of  the  advantage  which  had  formerly 
resulted  to  them  from  the  competition  between  rival 
trading  companies. 

At  the  commencement  of  winter,  Mr.  Wells  called 
us  all  together,  giving  rum  and  tobacco  to  those  who 
assembled,  and  at  the  same  time  told  them  that  he 
would  not  credit  one  of  them  to  the  value  of  a  single 
needle.  When  they  brought  skins  he  would  take  them 
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in  exchange  for  such  articles  as  were  required  for  their 
use  and  comfort.  I  was  not  present  when  this  talk  was 
made.  When  it  was  reported  to  me,  and  a  share  of  the 
presents  offered  me,  I  not  only  refused  to  accept  any¬ 
thing,  but  reproached  the  Indians  for  submitting  to  such 
terms.  They  had  long  been  accustomed  to  receive 
credits  in  the  fall  ;  and  they  were  accordingly  now 
entirely  destitute  not  only  of  clothing,  but  of  ammu¬ 
nition,  and  most  of  them  of  guns  and  traps.  It  might 
be  proper,  after  due  notice,  to  establish  the  proposed 
system,  but  how  were  they,  without  the  credit  that  had 
always  been  given  by  the  traders,  to  support  themselves 
and  their  families  during  the  ensuing  winter  ? 

I  went  to  Mr.  Wells  a  few  days  afterwards,  and  told 
him  that  I  was  poor,  with  a  family  to  support  by  my 
own  exertions,  and  that  I  must  unavoidably  suffer,  and 
perhaps  perish,  unless  he  would  give  me  such  a  credit 
as  I  had  always,  in  the  fall,  been  accustomed  to  receive. 
He  would  not  listen  to  my  representations,  and  told  me, 
roughly,  to  be  gone  from  his  house.  I  then  brought 
eight  silver  beavers,  such  as  are  worn  by  the  women  as 
ornaments  on  their  dress,  and  which  I  had  purchased 
the  year  before  at  just  twice  the  price  that  was  com¬ 
monly  given  for  a  capote.  I  laid  them  before  him  on 
the  table,  and  asked  him  to  retain  them  as  a  pledge  for 
the  payment  of  the  price  of  the  garment,  as  soon  as  I 
could  procure  the  peltries.  He  took  up  the  ornaments, 
threw  them  in  my  face,  and  told  me  never  to  come 
inside  of  his  house  again.  The  cold  weather  had  not 
yet  set  in,  and  I  went  immediately  to  my  hunting- 
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ground,  killed  a  number  of  moose,  and  set  my  wife  to 
make  the  skins  into  such  garments  as  were  best  adapted 
for  the  winter  season,  and  which  I  now  saw  we  should 
be  compelled  to  substitute  for  the  blankets  and  woollen 
rugs  we  had  been  accustomed  to  receive  from  the  traders 
I  may  here  remark  that,  at  the  trading  stations,  the 
skin  of  the  beaver  was  the  standard  of  value  by  which 
all  other  peltries  were  regulated.  In  obtaining  stores 
or  ammunition,  or  other  articles,  for  services  rendered 
or  labour  executed,  the  payment  is  reckoned  by  skins, 
that  of  the  beaver  being  the  unit  of  computation.  Thus, 
for  instance,  supposing  that  four  beaver  skins  are  equal 
in  value  to  a  silver  fox  skin,  two  martens  or  sables  are 
equal  to  a  beaver,  twenty  musk  rats  to  a  marten,  and  so 
on.  If  an  Indian  wishes  to  buy  a  blanket  or  a  gun,  he 
will  have  to  account  to  the  trader  of  the  Company  so 
many  beaver  skins,  so  many  martens,  or  other  furs. 
The  Company  usually  gives  in  advance  blankets  or 
ammunition  or  other  necessaries,  when  the  summer 
supplies  arrive  at  the  posts  or  trading  stations,  these 
advances  being  paid  for  at  the  close  of  the  hunting 
season.  At  this  time  the  traders  used  to  supply  rum 
and  other  intoxicating  spirits  to  the  Indians,  who  often 
wasted  in  this  way  the  whole  of  their  earnings,  to  the 
benefit  of  the  traders,  and  had  to  go  without  necessary 
or  useful  articles  of  winter  supply.  Many  of  them  thus 
continued  in  a  state  of  constant  poverty  and  depend¬ 
ence.  Not  having  taste  for  drinking,  I  was  usually  less 
pressed  than  most  of  my  people,  but  the  churlishness  of 
Mr.  Wells  put  me  to  much  inconvenience. 
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I  continued  my  hunting  with  good  success,  but  the 
winter  had  not  half  passed  when  I  heard  that  Mr. 
Hanie,  a  trader  for  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company,  had 
arrived  at  Pembinah.  To  him  I  immediately  went,  and 
he  gave  me  all  the  credit  I  asked,  which  was  to  the 
amount  of  seventy  skins.  Then  I  went  to  Musk-rat 
River,  where  I  hunted  the  remainder  of  the  winter, 
killing  great  numbers  of  beavers,  martens,  otters,  and 
other  game. 

Early  in  the  spring  I  sent  a  message  by  some  Indians 
to  Mr.  Hanie  that  I  would  go  to  the  mouth  of  the 
Assineboin  River,  and  meet  him  there,  in  order  to  pay 
my  credit,  as  I  had  skins  more  than  enough  for  this 
purpose.  When  I  arrived  at  the  Assineboin,  Mr.  Hanie 
had  not  yet  passed,  and  I  stopped  to  wait  for  him 
opposite  Mr.  Hanie’s  trading-house.  An  old  French 
trapper  offered  me  a  lodging  in  his  house,  and  I  went 
and  deposited  my  peltries  under  the  place  he  gave  me 
to  sleep  in.  Mr.  Wells  having  heard  of  my  arrival,  sent 
three  times,  urging  me  to  come  and  see  him.  I  took  no 
notice  at  first,  but  yielded  to  the  solicitations  of  my 
brother-in-law,  and  crossed  over  with  him.  Mr.  Wells 
professed  to  be  glad  to  see  me,  and  treated  me  with 
much  politeness  ;  he  offered  me  wine  and  provisions, 
and  whatever  his  house  afforded.  I  had  taken  nothing 
except  a  little  tobacco,  when  I  saw  his  Frenchman 
come  in  with  my  packs.  They  carried  them  past  where 
we  were  sitting,  into  an  inner  room,  locking  the  door 
and  taking  out  the  key.  I  said  nothing,  but  felt  not 
the  less  anxious  and  uneasy,  as  I  was  unwilling  to  be 
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deprived  of  the  means  of  paying  Mr.  Hanie  his  credit ; 
still  more  indignant  was  I  at  what  seemed  an  attempt 
to  deprive  me  of  my  property  by  compulsion  and  with¬ 
out  my  consent.  Whether  he  intended  to  make  me 
any  offer  I  cannot  say,  but  it  would  probably  have  been 
far  below  the  real  value  of  the  peltries  of  which  he  had 
the  actual  possession.  I  watched  for  some  time,  and 
presently  Mr.  Wells  had  occasion  to  go  to  the  inner 
room  to  take  something  from  a  trunk.  I  rose  and 
followed  him  into  the  room.  He  told  me  to  go  out, 
and  then  seized  me  in  order  to  push  me  out,  but  I  was 
too  strong  for  him.  After  he  had  proceeded  to  this 
violence,  I  did  not  hesitate  to  take  up  my  packs,  but  he 
snatched  them  from  me.  Again  I  seized  them,  and  in 
the  struggle  that  ensued  the  thongs  that  bound  them 
gave  way,  and  the  skins  were  strewed  about  the  floor. 
As  I  went  to  gather  them  up,  he  drew  a  pistol,  cocked 
it,  and  presented  it  to  my  breast.  For  a  moment  I 
stood  motionless,  making  sure  he  would  fire,  for  he  was 
terribly  enraged.  But  as  he  continued  with  the  pistol 
pointed  at  me,  I  seized  his  hand,  and  turned  it  aside,  at 
the  same  time  drawing  from  my  belt  a  large  knife, 
which  I  grasped  firmly  in  my  right  hand,  still  holding 
him  by  my  left.  Seeing  himself  thus  suddenly  and 
entirely  in  my  power,  he  called  out  to  his  interpreter 
who  was  in  the  next  room  to  come  and  put  me  out  of 
the  house.  To  this  he  replied,  “  You  are  as  able  to  put 
him  out  as  I  am.”  Some  Frenchmen  were  in  the  house, 
and  came  on  hearing  the  noise,  but  they  declined  to 
give  him  any  assistance. 
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Finding  he  was  not  likely  to  intimidate  me  nor  to 
overcome  me  by  violence,  he  had  recourse  once  more  to 
milder  measures.  He  offered  to  divide  with  me,  and  to 
allow  me  to  retain  half  my  peltries  for  the  Hudson’s 
Bay  people.  “You  have  always,”  said  he,  “belonged  to 
the  North-West,  why  should  you  now  desert  us  for  the 
Hudson’s  Bay  ?  ”  He  then  began  to  count  the  skins, 
dividing  them  into  two  parcels  ;  but  I  told  him  he  need 
not  do  that,  as  I  was  determined  he  should  not  have 
one  of  them.  “  I  went  to  you,”  I  said,  “  last  fall,  when 
I  was  hungry  and  destitute,  and  you  drove  me,  like  a 
dog,  from  your  door.  The  ammunition  with  which  I 
killed  these  animals  was  credited  to  me  by  Mr.  Hanie, 
and  the  skins  belong  to  him  ;  but  even  if  this  were  not 
the  case,  you  shall  not  have  one  of  them.  You  have 
acted  in  a  violent  and  at  the  same  time  cowardly  way. 
You  pointed  your  pistol  at  my  breast,  and  yet  did  not 
shoot  me.  My  life  was  in  your  power,  and  there  was 
nothing  to  prevent  your  taking  it,  not  even  the  fear  of 
my  friends,  for  you  know  I  am  alone  and  a  stranger 
here,  and  not  one  of  the  Indians  would  raise  his  hand  to 
avenge  my  death.  You  lacked  the  spirit  to  kill  me, 
although  you  were  base  enough  to  try  and  rob  me.” 
He  said,  “  Have  you  a  knife  in  your  hand  ?  ”  I  showed 
him  that  I  had  one  at  hand,  and  told  him  to  beware 
how  he  provoked  me  to  use  it.  He  went  and  sat  down 
opposite  me  in  the  great  room,  evidently  in  great  agit¬ 
ation.  After  sitting  awhile,  he  rose  and  walked  back¬ 
ward  and  forward,  and  went  out  into  the  yard.  I 
collected  all  my  skins  together,  and  the  interpreter 
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helped  me  to  tie  them  up  ;  then  taking  them  on  my 
back,  I  walked  out,  passed  close  by  him,  put  them  into 
my  canoe,  and  returned  to  the  old  Frenchman’s  house 
across  the  river. 

Next  morning,  it  appeared,  Mr.  Wells  had  thought 
better  of  the  subject,  whether  from  feeling  he  acted 
wrongly,  or  from  motives  of  policy.  He  sent  his 
interpreter  to  offer  me  his  horse,  which  was  a  valuable 
one,  if  I  would  think  and  say  no  more  of  what  he  had 
done.  “Tell  Mr.  Wells,”  I  said  to  the  interpreter,  “he 
is  like  a  child,  and  wishes  to  quarrel  and  to  forget  his 
quarrel  in  one  day.  I  do  not  want  his  horse,  I  have 
one  of  my  own.  I  will  keep  my  packs  ;  nor  can  I 
forget  his  treatment  of  me,  especially  his  pointing  his 
pistol  at  my  breast.” 

On  the  following  morning,  one  of  the  clerks  of  the 
North-West  Company  arrived  from  the  trading-house 
at  Mouse  River,  and  having  seen  Mr.  Wells,  and  heard 
from  him  what  had  passed,  said  he  would  take  the 
packs  from  me.  Mr.  Wells,  it  seems,  cautioned  him 
against  it,  but  he  determined  to  make  the  attempt.  It 
was  near  noon,  when  the  old  Frenchman,  after  looking 
out  of  his  house,  said  to  me,  “  My  friend,  I  believe  you 
will  lose  your  packs  now;  four  men  are  coming  this 
way,  all  well  armed  ;  their  visit,  I  am  sure,  is  for  no 
good  or  friendly  purpose.”  Hearing  this,  I  placed  my 
packs  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and  taking  a  beaver 
trap  in  my  hand,  sat  down  upon  them. 

When  the  clerk  came  in,  accompanied  by  three 
young  men,  he  asked  me  for  my  packs.  “  What  right 
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have  you,”  said  I,  “to  demand  them?”  “You  are  in¬ 
debted  to  me,”  he  said.  “  When  did  I  owe  the  North- 
West  anything  that  was  not  paid  at  the  time  agreed 
on?”  “Ten  years  ago,”  he  said,  “your  brother,  Wa- 
me-gon-a-biew,  had  a  credit  from  us,  which  he  paid  all 
but  ten  skins  ;  these  are  still  due,  and  I  wish  you  to  pay 
them.”  “  Very  well,”  said  I  ;  “  I  will  pay  your  demand, 
but  you  must  at  the  same  time  pay  me  for  those 
four  packs  of  beaver  we  sent  to  you  from  the  Grand 
Portage.  Your  due  bill  was,  as  you  know,  burned  with 
my  lodge,  and  taking  advantage  of  this,  you  have  never 
paid  me,  nor  any  member  of  my  family,  the  value  of  a 
single  needle  for  those  one  hundred  and  sixty  beaver 
skins.”  Finding  this  method  would  not  succeed,  and 
knowing,  no  doubt,  the  justice  of  my  reply,  the  circum¬ 
stance  being  thus  suddenly  recalled  to  his  memory,  he 
urged  no  farther  the  demand  for  my  brother’s  alleged 
debt.  I  thought  he  might  then  resort  to  violent 
measures,  like  those  used  on  the  previous  day  by  Mr. 
Wells,  but  I  showed  no  sign  of  fear,  and  after  some 
threatening  words  he  and  his  young  men  walked  off, 
without  having  touched  the  skins. 

Having  ascertained  that  it  would  be  some  time  before 
Mr.  Hanie  would  arrive,  I  went  down  to  Dead  River, 
and  while  there  killed  many  musk  rats.  At  last  Mr. 
Hanie  arrived  at  the  place  where  I,  with  another  man, 
had  been  awaiting  him.  He  told  me  he  had  passed  Mr. 
Wells’s  trading-house,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Assineboin, 
in  the  middle  of  the  day,  his  crew  singing  as  they 
passed.  Mr.  Wells,  on  seeing  him,  had  immediately 
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started  after  him  with  a  canoe  strongly  manned  and 
armed.  Perceiving  this  pursuit,  Mr.  Hanie  went  on 
shore,  leaving  his  men  in  the  canoe,  and  went  up  abotit 
twenty  yards  into  an  open  smooth  prairie.  Hither  Mr. 
Wells  followed  him,  attended  by  several  armed  men  ; 
but  Mr.  Hanie  made  him  stop  at  the  distance  of  ten  or 
twelve  yards.  A  long  dispute  followed,  but  after  a  time 
Mr.  Hanie  was  permitted  to  go  back  to  his  canoe.  I 
told  him  my  story  of  the  way  I  had  been  treated,  and  I 
paid  him  my  debt.  I  traded  with  him  for  the  remain¬ 
der  of  my  peltries ;  and  after  we  had  finished,  he  gave 
me  some  handsome  presents,  among  which  was  a  valu¬ 
able  gun,  and  then  went  on  his  way. 

After  the  death  of  Mr.  Wells,  which  was  about  three 
years  later,  I  returned  to  the  North-West  Company, 
and  traded  with  them  as  I  had  formerly  done,  but 
never  while  he  lived.  I  have  related  what  to  some  may 
appear  of  little  consequence,  but  the  narrative  throws 
light  upon  the  conduct  of  the  traders  towards  Indians, 
and  also  shows  the  spirit  induced  by  keenness  in 
trading.  The  rivalry  between  the  two  companies  often 
gave  rise  to  personal  animosity,  not  only  among  the 
traders,  but  among  the  hunters  and  others  dependent 
upon  them. 

When  I  was  camping  at  the  Be-gwi-o-nush-ko  River, 
a  favourite  hunting-place  of  mine,  I  was  invited  to  come 
to  near  Pembinah,  where  many  had  assembled  to  hear 
a  chief  from  Leech  Lake  give  an  account  of  the  reve¬ 
lation  made  by  the  Great  Spirit  to  Manito-o-gheezik. 
Of  this  I  have  already  spoken,  and  told  my  views  on 
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the  matter.  But  I  was  glad  to  hear  more  on  a  subject 
then  exciting  so  much  attention. 

One  night,  while  we  were  all  assembled  in  a  long 
lodge,  erected  for  the  purpose,  to  dance  and  feast,  and 
listen  to  the  discourse  of  the  chief,  suddenly  we  heard 
the  report  of  two  guns  in  the  direction  of  the  North- 
West  Company’s  trading-house,  which  was  now  un¬ 
occupied,  except  by  two  Frenchmen  who  had  that  day 
arrived.  The  old  men  looked  at  each  other  as  if  in 
surprise  and  alarm.  One  said,  “  The  Frenchmen  are 
driving  off  wolves.”  Another  said,  “  I  know  the  sound 
of  the  guns  of  the  Sioux.”  The  night  was  very  dark, 
but  all  the  young  men  took  their  arms,  and  started  im¬ 
mediately.  Many  of  them,  getting  entangled  among 
logs  and  stumps,  did  not  make  much  progress.  I  kept 
the  path  and  was  the  very  foremost,  when  a  dark  figure 
shot  past  me,  and  I  heard  the  voice  of  the  Black  Duck 
saying,  “  I  am  the  man.”  I  had  often  heard  of  the 
prowess  of  this  warrior,  and  in  one  instance,  at  the 
Chief  Mountain,  I  saw  him  take  the  lead  in  what  we  all 
supposed  would  be  a  dangerous  assault,  but  the  Sioux 
had  abandoned  the  fort  before  we  came  up.  Now  I 
determined  to  keep  near  him.  We  had  advanced  within 
about  gunshot  of  the  fort,  when  he  began  to  leap,  first 
to  one  side  and  then  to  the  other,  in  a  zigzag  line,  yet 
advancing  rapidly.  I  followed  his  example,  supposing 
it  to  be  to  lessen  the  chance  of  beincr  hit  when  moving 
forward  in  a  straight  line.  On  reaching  the  fort  he  leapt 
in  at  the  open  gate,  and  I  was  the  only  one  close  after 
him.  We  saw  within  the  fort  a  house,  from  the  window 
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and  door  of  which  a  bright  light  shone.  The  Black 
Duck  had  a  buffalo  robe  over  his  shoulders,  the  dark 
colour  of  which  enabled  him  to  pass  the  window  un¬ 
observed  by  the  man  who  was  watching  within  ;  but  my 
light-coloured  blanket  betraying  me,  the  muzzle  of  a 
gun  was  instantly  presented  to  my  head,  but  not  dis¬ 
charged,  for  the  Black  Duck  at  that  moment  caught  in 
his  arms  the  astonished  Frenchman,  who  had  taken  me 
for  one  of  the  Sioux,  and  was  just  going  to  fire  at  me. 
The  second  Frenchman  was  with  the  women  and 
children,  who  were  lying  in  a  heap  in  a  corner  of  the 
room,  crying  through  fear. 

It  appeared  that  the  one  who  was  watching  by  the 
window,  who  was  the  more  courageous  of  the  two,  had, 
a  few  minutes  before,  been  leading  his  horse  out  of  the 
fort  to  give  him  water,  when  his  horse  was  shot  in  the 
gate  by  some  men  concealed  near  at  hand.  At  first  he 
thought  we  must  have  shot  his  horse,  but  he  soon  was 
convinced  of  his  error,  as  we  did  not  even  know  the 
body  of  his  horse  was  at  the  gate,  having  leapt  clean 
over  it  when  we  entered.  This  Frenchman  would  not 
leave  the  fort ;  but  the  Black  Duck,  who  was  a  relation 
of  one  of  the  women,  insisted  that  they  should  be  taken 
for  protection  to  the  Indian  camp.  By  this  time  others 
of  the  young  men  had  come  up,  and  we  determined  to 
watch  in  the  fort  all  night.  Next  morning  we  found 
the  trail  of  two  men  who  had  crossed  the  Pembinah 
River,  a  considerable  party  having  been  concealed  on 
the  other  side.  The  two  men,  we  afterwards  heard, 
were  Wah-ne-tow,  a  celebrated  warrior  chief,  and  a 
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relative  of  his  ;  they  had  concealed  themselves  near  the 
fort,  resolved  to  fire  at  whatever  passed  in  or  out.  The 
first  that  passed  was  the  Frenchman’s  horse,  which  was 
shot  down,  and  the  two  men,  probably  without  knowing 
whether  they  had  killed  man  or  beast,  fled  back  across 
the  river. 

Many  of  our  people  were  disposed  to  go  out  after 
the  Sioux,  but  the  chief  said  :  “  Not  so,  my  brothers ; 
Manito-o-gheezik,  whose  messenger  and  representative 
I  am  to  you,  tells  us  we  are  not  to  go  out  against 
our  enemies.  Do  you  not  see  in  this  instance  that 
the  Great  Spirit  has  protected  us  ?  Had  the  Sioux 
attacked  our  lodge  while  we  were  feasting  and  in 
security,  without  our  arms,  they  might  have  slain  us 
all  ;  but  they  were  misled,  and  mistook  a  French¬ 
man’s  horse  for  an  Ojibbeway.  So  will  it  be  always, 
if  we  are  obedient  to  the  injunctions  we  have  re¬ 
ceived.” 

I  was  somewhat  affected  by  the  words  of  this  chief, 
of  whose  sincerity  I  had  no  doubt,  and  for  whom  I  had 
a  much  higher  regard  than  for  the  medicine  men  and 
prophets  who  usually  give  such  addresses.  I  took  an 
opportunity  of  speaking  to  him  of  my  own  anxiety 
about  my  family,  whom  I  had  left  at  home,  and  feared 
that  the  Sioux  might  visit  them  on  their  way  back  to 
their  own  country.  “  Go,”  he  said,  “  if  you  cannot  rest 
here  without  apprehension,  but  do  not  fear  that  the 
Sioux  will  hurt  your  wife  or  children,  if  you  reverence 
the  message  of  the  Great  Spirit.  But  I  wish  you  would 
go,  that  on  your  return  you  may  bring  back  with  you 
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your  medicine  bag,  and  I  will  show  you  what  to  do 
with  it.” 

Accordingly  I  went  to  the  Be-gwi-o-nush-ko  River,  and 
found  that  nothing  had  been  heard  of  any  enemies  in 
that  direction.  The  wish  of  the  chief,  along  with  my 
own  curiosity  to  know  what  he  intended  to  do,  led  me 
to  take  the  medicine  bag,  and  bring  it  to  the  lodge  at 
Pembinah.  When  I  handed  the  bag  to  him,  he  ordered 
all  the  contents  except  the  medicines  for  hunting,  to  be 
thrown  into  the  fire.  He  said  that  if  any  one  was  sick, 
if  able  to  walk  he  must  go  to  the  nearest  running  water 
with  a  little  tobacco  and  a  birch  bowl.  The  tobacco  is 
to  be  offered  to  the  stream,  and  then  some  of  the  water 
to  be  drunk,  the  bowl  being  dipped  in  the  same  direc¬ 
tion  as  the  stream  runs.  If  any  one  is  too  ill  to  go  and 
do  this,  the  nearest  relative  must  do  it  for  him,  carrying 
home  the  water  for  the  sick  person  to  drink. 

He  then  gave  me  a  small  hoop  of  wood  to  wear  on 
my  head,  not  on  ordinary  occasions,  but  only  in  case  I 
should  go  to  bring  water  for  any  of  my  family  01- 
friends  who  might  be  sick.  This  wooden  band  or  fillet 
was  marked  on  one  side  with  the  figure  of  a  snake, 
whose  office,  he  said,  was  to  take  charge  of  the  water ; 
on  the  other  half  was  the  figure  of  a  man.  I  thought 
inwardly  that  this  was  folly  and  superstition,  and  I  felt 
vexed  at  the  loss  of  the  contents  of  my  medicine  bag, 
some  of  which  were  roots  and  herbs,  the  usefulness  of 
which  I  had  myself  tested  in  various  disorders,  and  the 
use  of  which  henceforth,  according  to  this  new  authority, 
was  to  be  debarred.  However,  as  all  the  Indians  pre- 
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sent  seemed  to  be  persuaded,  or  at  least  none  of  them 
professed  disbelief,  and  all  were  in  the  same  position 
as  myself  in  having  allowed  our  medicines  to  be  de¬ 
stroyed,  I  was  content  to  submit  in  silence. 

When  the  spring  came  on,  I  went  to  fulfil  an  appoint¬ 
ment  I  had  made  the  preceding  fall  to  meet  an  old 
hunter,  Sha-gwaw-ko-sink,  at  a  certain  place.  I  arrived 
at  the  place  at  the  time  appointed,  and  shortly  after¬ 
wards  the  old  man  came  on  foot  and  alone,  to  search 
for  me.  He  had  encamped  along  with  some  young 
hunters,  about  two  miles  distant,  where  they  had  been 
for  two  days,  and  they  had  some  fresh  meat,  which  I 
enjoyed.  I  lived  with  them  during  the  summer.  The 
old  man  was  too  feeble  to  hunt,  but  he  had  some  young 
men  who  kept  him  supplied,  while  game  was  to  be  had  ; 
but  late  in  summer,  towards  the  fall,  the  hunting- 
grounds  about  us  became  poor.  The  weather  was  very 
cold,  and  the  ground  frozen  hard,  but  no  snow  had 
fallen  ;  so  that  it  was  difficult  to  follow  the  tracks  of  the 
moose.  The  noise  of  our  walking  on  hard  ground  gave 
the  animals  notice  of  our  approach.  So  quick  is  their 
hearing,  and  their  caution  so  great,  that  treading  on  the 
smallest  dry  twig  or  leaves  gave  them  the  alarm.  This 
state  of  things  continuing  for  some  time,  we  were  re¬ 
duced  nearly  to  starvation. 

Sha-gwaw-ko-sink  was  a  very  religious  man,  after  the 
Indian  fashion.  He  attributed  our  want  of  success  to 
the  neglect  of  “medicine  hunting,”  especially  in  not 
having  prepared  muz-zin-ne-neen.  One  night  I  drew 
on  wood  figures  of  several  animals,  according  to  the 
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method  in  common  use.  I  had  been  accustomed  to  do 
this,  like  other  Indians,  although  I  had  never  any  belief 
in  their  efficacy.  The  ceremony  could  do  no  harm  if  it 
did  little  good,  although  a  certain  effect  might  possibly 
be  produced  by  its  causing  the  hunters  to  go  out  with 
greater  spirit  and  confidence  to  the  chase.  In  this  way 
even  a  false  and  superstitious  ceremony  may  produce 
favourable  effect.  I  showed  my  charm  to  the  old  man, 
who  was  much  pleased.  At  the  earliest  dawn  I  started 
from  the  lodge  in  a  heavy  fall  of  snow,  and  before  noon 
I  fell  on  the  track  of  two  moose,  and  killed  them  both, 
a  male  and  a  female,  both  in  very  good  condition  and 
extremely  fat.  The  success  was  chiefly  owing  to  the 
snow,  previous  to  which  it  was  almost  impossible  to 
approach  the  game,  but  the  old  man  attributed  it  to  the 
preparation  of  the  muz-zin-ne-neen,  and  there  was  no 
use  contradicting  him,  or  showing  incredulity.  I  have 
already  spoken  of  the  frequent  use  of  these  charms,  not 
only  in  regard  to  success  in  hunting,  but  as  commonly 
employed  for  many  purposes  among  the  Indians.  If 
the  image  of  any  person  is  pricked  or  cut,  pain  or 
disease  is  invoked  in  the  corresponding  part  of  the 
person  represented.  Sometimes  the  face  is  blackened, 
and  the  effect  intended  is  the  change  which  marks  the 
near  approach  of  death.  In  other  cases  the  object  is  to 
attain  some  desired  end.  Many  a  simple  girl  gives 
to  some  cunning  old  squaw  her  most  valued  ornaments, 
in  order  that  by  preparing  a  muz-zin-ne-neen,  she  may 
influence  the  affections  or  favour  of  some  friend  or  lover. 
The  influence  of  these  superstitious  ceremonies  is  bound- 
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less,  and  there  are  few  who  venture  to  neglect  them 
still  less  to  ridicule  them.  Any  misfortune  that  happens 
to  such  a  one  would  be  sure  to  be  ascribed  to  the 
irreverent  disregard  of  the  sacred  rites.  Some  of  those 
who  practise  them  are  only  crafty  tricksters,  but  many 
of  the  men  who  are  regarded  as  wise  and  sagacious,  are 
equally  credulous  as  to  these  observances.  Old  Sha- 
gwaw-ko-sink  had  firm  faith  in  them,  although  his 
religious  feeling  was  also  manifested  in  his  many  songs 
and  prayers  to  the  Great  Spirit.  The  old  man  died  not 
long  after,  and  I  was  glad  that  I  had  been  able  to  help 
him  in  his  last  days  by  my  hunting. 

Soon  after  this,  the  pretensions  to  supernatural  know¬ 
ledge  and  power  appeared  in  a  manner  and  in  a  person 
quite  unexpected.  This  affair  came  to  affect  my  future 
life  in  so  remarkable  a  way,  that  I  must  narrate  the 
circumstances  at  some  length. 

About  a  year  previous  to  this  time,  a  man  of  our 
band,  called  Ais-kaw-ba-bis,  a  very  ordinary  person,  and 
a  poor  hunter,  had  lost  his  wife  by  death,  and  his 
children  began  even  more  than  formerly  to  suffer  from 
hunger.  The  death  of  his  wife  had  been  attended  with 
peculiar  circumstances,  and  this  may  have  caused  her 
loss  the  more  to  prey  upon  his  mind.  He  was  very 
melancholy  and  depressed,  though  some  of  us  thought 
that  his  indolent  and  sluggish  disposition  arose  from 
laziness  more  than  from  grief.  The  Indians  are  very 
kind  generally  to  those  who  are  bereaved,  and  without 
grudge  continued  to  support  the  children  of  Ais-kaw- 
ba-bis. 


A  NEW  PRETENDER  TO  REVELATION. 


223 


At  length  one  day  he  called  the  old  men  and  the 
chiefs  together,  and  with  much  solemnity  announced  to 
them  that  he  had  been  favoured  with  a  new  revelation 
from  heaven.  He  showed  them  a  round  ball  of  clay, 
about  four  or  five  inches  in  diameter,  rather  more  than 
half  the  size  of  a  man’s  head,  round  and  smooth,  and 
smeared  with  red  paint.  “The  Great  Spirit,”  said  he, 
“  as  I  sat  day  by  day  crying,  and  singing,  and  praying 
in  my  lodge,  at  last  called  to  me  and  said,  ‘  Ais-kaw-ba- 
bis,  I  have  heard  your  prayers,  I  have  seen  the  mats  in 
your  lodge  wet  with  tears,  and  have  listened  to  your 
desires.  I  give  you  this  ball,  and  as  you  see  it  is  clean 
and  new  and  well  shaped,  I  give  it  to  you  for  your 
business  to  make  the  whole  earth  like  it,  even  as  it  was 
when  Na-na-bush  first  made  it.  All  old  things  must  be 
destroyed,  and  bad  things  made  good  ;  everything  must 
be  made  anew,  and  to  you,  Ais-kaw-ba-bis,  I  commit 
this  great  work.’  ” 

I  was  among  those  whom  he  had  summoned  to  hear 
this  announcement,  and  I  heard  the  words  which  I  have 
recorded.  He  dismissed  the  assembly  at  once,  so  that 
no  questions  were  asked,  and  no  remarks  made  at  the 
time.  But  in  conversation  with  my  companions  I  soon 
evinced  my  total  disbelief  of  his  pretensions.  “It  is 
well,”  I  said,  “  that  we  may  be  made  acquainted  with 
the  whole  mind  and  will  of  the  Great  Spirit  at  so  cheap 
a  rate.  We  have  now  these  divinely  taught  instructors 
springing  up  among  ourselves  ;  and,  fortunately,  such 
men  as  are  worth  little  or  nothing  for  any  other  purpose. 
The  Shawnee  prophet  was  far  off.  Manito-o-gheezik 
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was  not  with  us,  though  sprung  from  our  own  tribe  ; 
these  were  also  men  ;  but  here  we  have  one  too  poor, 
too  feeble,  too  spiritless,  to  be  able  to  feed  his  own 
family,  yet  professing  to  be  made  the  instrument,  in 
the  hand  of  the  Great  Spirit,  to  renovate  the  whole 
earth,  as  he  would  have  us  believe  !  ” 

I  had  always  entertained  an  unfavourable  opinion  of 
this  man,  as  I  knew  him  to  be  a  worthless  fellow,  and  I 
now  felt  indignant  at  his  attempt  to  pass  himself  upon 
us  as  a  chosen  messenger  of  the  Great  Spirit.  I  took  no 
pains  to  conceal  my  contempt  for  him,  and  I  ridiculed 
his  pretensions  wherever  I  went.  Nevertheless  I  had 
the  mortification  to  find  that  my  opposition  was  set 
down  to  some  personal  malice,  and  I  saw  him  gradually 
acquiring  a  powerful  ascendency  over  the  minds  of  the 
Indians.  They  are  so  prone  to  superstition  that  the 
most  unlikely  influences  work  on  their  credulity.  The 
more  he  saw  this  effect  produced,  the  greater  his  pre¬ 
tensions  were  made,  and  his  effrontery  displayed.  In 
many  ways  he  contrived  to  maintain  and  increase  the 
mystery  which  gathered  about  himself  and  his  doings. 
Sometimes  he  went  out  alone  in  the  dead  of  night, 
and  he  was  heard  far  off  beating  his  drum,  a  noise 
which,  whatever  effect  it  had  on  others,  I  thought  of 
only  as  likely  to  scare  away  the  game  from  our  neigh¬ 
bourhood.  By  his  proceedings  he  had  found  the  way 
of  controlling  and  ruling  the  minds  of  most  of  the 
people,  and  all  my  efforts  in  opposition  to  him  were  in 
vain.  I  knew  he  must  hate  me  heartily,  but  as  I  was 
in  good  esteem  with  most  of  our  people,  he  probably 
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thought  it  prudent  to  dissemble  his  dislike,  and  treated 
me  with  apparent  courtesy. 

On  one  occasion  I  went  out  to  hunt,  and  wounded  a 
moose.  On  my  return  I  related  this,  and  said  I  believed 
the  moose  was  so  badly  wounded  that  he  must  die. 
Early  next  morning  Ais-kaw-ba-bis  came  to  my  lodge, 
and  with  the  utmost  seriousness  in  his  manner,  said  to 
me  that  the  Great  Spirit  had  told  him  of  the  moose  I 
had  wounded.  He  had  no  doubt  heard  it  in  some  of 
the  lodges,  as  I  had  mentioned  it  to  several  people  the 
night  before.  “  The  moose  is  now  dead,”  said  he,  “  and 
you  will  find  him  in  such  a  direction.  It  is  the  will  of 
the  Great  Spirit  that  he  should  be  brought  here  and 
cooked  for  a  sacrifice.”  I  thought  it  not  improbable 
that  the  moose  was  killed,  and  went  in  search  of  him 
accordingly ;  but  I  found  he  was  not  dead.  The  seer’s 
vision  was  at  fault.  I  took  care  to  report  this  mistake, 
and  to  ridicule  again  the  pretensions  of  the  man  ;  but 
this  in  no  way  lessened  the  confidence  of  his  dupes. 
Perhaps  he  told  them  I  had  not  gone  to  the  place  where 
I  would  have  found  the  moose  dead.  Shortly  after¬ 
wards  I  went  out,  and  it  happened  that  I  again  wounded 
a  moose  and  went  home  without  getting  it.  “  This,” 
said  the  seer,  “  is  the  moose  the  Great  Spirit  showed 
me.”  So  I  went  and  brought  him  in,  and  as  I  knew 
many  of  the  Indians  were  in  want  of  food  I  was  willing 
to  make  a  feast,  though  not  out  of  deference  to  Ais- 
kaw-ba-bis.  As  we  did  not  consume  the  whole  of  the 
meat,  we  cut  it  off  the  bones,  and  these  were  laid  before 
Ais-kaw-ba-bis  for  the  sacrifice,  taking  care  that  not 
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one  of  the  bones  should  be  broken.  They  were  after¬ 
wards  carried  to  a  safe  place,  and  hung  up  out  of  the 
reach  of  the  dogs  or  wolves,  this  too  being  done  to  avoid 
injury  to  the  bones,  which  must  never  be  broken  when 
offered  in  sacrifice.  On  the  following  day  I  killed 
another  fat  moose,  on  which  occasion  Ais-kaw-ba-bis 
made  a  long  address  to  the  Great  Spirit,  and  afterwards 
said  to  me,  “You  see,  my  son,  how  your  goodness  is 
rewarded  ;  you  gave  the  first  you  killed  to  the  Great 
Spirit ;  he  will  take  care  that  you  never  want.”  Next 
day  I  went  with  my  brother-in-law,  and  we  killed  each 
one,  and  this  caused  great  exultation  in  Ais-kaw-ba-bis, 
who  announced  everywhere  that  this  success  was  due  to 
the  efficacy  of  the  sacrifice  he  had  made,  and  thus  his 
ascendency  was  increased. 

When  the  snow  began  to  get  hard  at  top,  on  the 
approach  of  spring,  the  men  of  our  band,  Gish-kaw-ko, 
Ba-po-wash,  and  some  others,  with  myself,  went  to 
^make  a  hunting  camp  at  some  distance  for  the  purpose 
of  making  dry  meat  Ais-kaw-ba-bis  stayed  at  home 
with  the  women  and  children.  We  killed  much  game, 
as  it  is  easy  to  take  moose  and  elk  at  that  season  ;  the 
crust  on  the  snow  supports  a  man  even  when  without 
snow  shoes,  but  the  legs  of  the  moose  sink  down,  so 
that  they  are  almost  deprived  of  motion.  At  length 
Gish-kaw-ko  went  home  to  see  his  family.  On  his  re¬ 
turn  he  brought  me  a  little  tobacco  from  Ais-kaw-ba-bis 
with  this  message,  “  Your  life  is  in  danger.”  “  My  life,” 
said  I,  “  belongs  neither  to  Ais-kaw-ba-bis  nor  to  my¬ 
self  ;  it  is  in  the  hands  of  the  Great  Spirit,  and  when 
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he  sees  fit  to  place  it  in  danger,  or  bring  it  to  an  end,  I 
shall  have  no  cause  to  complain  ;  but  I  cannot  believe 
that  he  has  revealed  any  part  of  his  intentions  to  so 
worthless  a  man  as  Ais-kaw-ba-bis. 

However,  the  message  was  much  talked  about,  and 
the  whole  of  the  band  determined  to  return  to  the  camp 
where  their  families  had  been  left.  I  did  not  accom¬ 
pany  them,  wishing  to  visit  some  of  my  traps.  Having 
caught  an  otter,  I  took  him  on  my  back  and  arrived  at 
the  camp  alone,  not  long  after  the  others.  I  beheld  a 
strange  scene.  All  the  separate  lodges  had  been  taken 
down  and  the  poles  taken  for  the  erection  of  one  large 
lodge.  The  men  who  had  arrived  and  the  women  and 
children  were  all  sitting  in  the  open  air  round  a  fire. 
When  I  asked  what  all  this  meant,  they  told  me  that 
Ais-kaw-ba-bis  was  preparing  for  some  important  com¬ 
munication  to  be  given  him  from  the  Great  Spirit.  He 
had  for  some  time  been  preparing  the  large  lodge, 
during  which  time  no  one  was  allowed  to  enter,  except 
one  or  two  young  men  at  hand  for  following  his  direc¬ 
tions.  There  was  to  be  a  dance,  as  all  assemblies  have 
when  addresses  are  to  be  delivered.  It  was  arranged 
that  at  a  certain  signal  Ba-po-wash,  who  was  to  lead  the 
dance,  should  enter,  and  the  others  were  to  follow  him, 
and  after  having  danced  four  times  round  the  lodge,  to 
sit  down,  each  in  his  place.  On  hearing  this,  as  I  stood 
among  the  others,  I  immediately  went  to  the  large 
lodge,  and  entering  it  with  the  otter  on  my  back  as  I 
had  arrived,  I  threw  it  down  and  seated  myself  by  the 
fire.  Ais-kaw-ba-bis  gave  me  an  angry  and  malicious 
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look,  then  closed  his  eyes,  and  pretended  to  be  going 
on  with  a  prayer  that  I  had  interrupted.  After  some 
time  he  began  to  drum  and  sing  aloud,  and  at  the  third 
interval  of  silence,  which  was  the  signal  agreed  upon 
with  Ba-po-wash,  he  came  dancing  in,  followed  by  men, 
women  and  children,  and  after  circling  the  lodge  four 
times  they  all  sat  down  in  their  places. 

For  a  few  moments  all  was  silence,  while  Ais-kaw- 
ba-bis  continued  sitting  with  his  eyes  closed,  in  the 
middle  of  the  lodge,  by  a  spot  of  smooth  and  soft 
ground  which  he  had  prepared,  like  that  used  by  the 
chiefs  on  encamping  during  a  war  expedition,  when  they 
seek  by  divination  to  learn  something  concerning  the 
enemy.  Then  he  began  to  call  the  men,  one  by  one, 
to  come  and  sit  down  near  him.  Last  of  all  he  called 
me,  and  I  went  and  sat  down  as  he  directed.  Then  he 
spoke  thus  : — “  The  Great  Spirit  has,  as  you  know,  my 
friends,  in  former  times  favoured  me  with  free  com¬ 
munication  of  his  mind  and  will ;  lately  he  has  been 
pleased  to  show  me  what  is  to  happen  to  each  in  future. 
For  you,  my  friends,  (addressing  the  other  Indians)  who 
have  been  careful  to  regard  and  obey  the  injunctions  of 
the  Great  Spirit  as  communicated  by  me,  to  each  of 
you  he  has  given  to  live  to  the  full  age  of  man  ;  this 
bng,  straight  mark  is  the  image  of  your  several  lives.” 
Here  he  pointed  to  a  straight  line  which  he  had  marked 
right  across  the  oblong  space  on  the  ground.  “  As  for 
you,  (turning  to  me)  Mah-nah  Be-na-sa,  (evil  bird)  who 
have  gone  from  the  right  way,  and  despised  the  admo¬ 
nitions  you  have  received,  this  short  and  crooked  line 
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represents  your  life.  You  are  to  attain  to  only  half  of 
the  full  age  of  man.  This  line,  turning  off  to  the  other 
side,  is  that  which  shows  what  is  determined  in  relation 
to  the  young  wife  of  Ba-po-wash.” 

As  he  said  this  he  pointed  to  the  marks  he  had  made 
on  the  ground  ;  the  long  line,  he  said,  representing  the 
life  of  the  Indians  who  followed  his  precepts,  the  short, 
crooked  line  the  continuance  of  mine,  and  the  abruptly 
terminating  one  showing  the  life  of  Ba-po-wash’s  wife. 


It  so  happened  that  Ba-po-wash  had  dried  the  choice 
parts  of  a  fat  bear,  intending  to  make  a  feast  to  his 
medicine  in  the  spring.  A  few  days  before  this  meet¬ 
ing,  when  we  were  absent  at  the  hunting  camp,  he  had 
said  to  the  mother  of  Ba-po-wash’s  wife,  “The  Great 
Spirit  has  signified  to  me  that  something  is  wrong  with 
the  dried  bear  which  your  son  has  hung  up ;  see  if  it 
is  all  where  it  was  left.”  She  went  out  and  found  that 
the  feet  of  the  bear  were  gone,  the  rascal,  who  was  a 
great  glutton,  having  himself  stolen  them.  Ba-po-wash 
was  so  alarmed  by  the  evil  threatened  for  his  wife  that 
he  gave  to  the  lying  prophet  the  whole  of  the  re¬ 
mainder  of  the  bear  and  other  valuable  presents.  I 
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mention  this  to  show  the  contemptible  character  of  the 
man,  who  made  his  authority  descend  to  a  small  affair 
like  this,  at  the  same  time  that  he  was  solemnly  an¬ 
nouncing  the  termination  of  my  life,  and  the  continu¬ 
ance  of  that  of  his  dupes. 

I  will  not  enter  into  further  details  as  to  the  proceed¬ 
ings  of  this  man,  but  only  say  that  he  gradually 
acquired  such  authority  that  he  prejudiced  the  whole  ot 
the  band  against  me,  and  especially  the  relatives  of  my 
wife.  She  herself  was  in  some  way  turned  completely 
to  be  my  enemy,  and  I  became  as  a  stranger  and  alien 
in  my  own  home.  Old  Net-no-kwa  had  been  dead  for 
some  time,  whose  influence  might  perhaps  have  kept 
the  younger  women  from  submitting  themselves  so 
completely  to  this  man.  I  felt  my  position  so  un¬ 
comfortable  that  I  was  compelled  to  leave  the  place, 
and  returned  to  Red  River,  hoping  that  the  spell  of 
this  false  prophet  would  be  broken,  and  the  delusion 
pass  away  from  the  people  among  whom  I  had  been 
living. 
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It  was  about  this  time  that  a  number  of  Scotch  people, 
above  a  hundred,  arrived  to  settle  at  Red  River,  under 
the  protection,  and  by  the  advice  of,  the  Hudson’s  Bay 
Company.  Among  them  I  saw,  for  the  first  time  for 
many  years,  in  fact  since  I  had  grown  to  manhood,  a 
white  woman.  Soon  after  my  arrival  I  was  taken  into 
the  employment  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company  by 
Mr.  Hanie,  the  agent  who  had  before  befriended  me. 
He  sent  me,  accompanied  by  Mr.  Hess,  an  interpreter, 
to  kill  buffalo.  The  buffaloes  were  at  that  time  at 
a  great  distance,  and  the  newly  arrived  Scotch  people 
were  in  much  distress  for  want  of  provisions.  I  hap¬ 
pened  to  find  and  kill  two  bulls  near  home,  and  after 
sending  back  the  meat,  went  on  to  the  herds. 

I  had  hunted  here  a  few  days,  when  our  number  was 
increased  by  the  arrival  of  four  clerks  and  about  twenty 
men,  the  latter  employed  in  bringing  in  the  meat  killed 
by  us  to  the  lodge,  whence  it  was  carried  in  carts  to  the 
settlement.  With  one  of  these  clerks,  Mr.  M'Kenzie, 
I  became  very  friendly,  and  at  the  end  of  four  months 
when  most  of  the  band  were  called  in  to  the  settle¬ 
ment,  he  solicited  and  obtained  the  permission  from 
Mr.  Hanie  to  remain  longer  with  me,  to  improve  him- 
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self  in  the  Ojibbeway  language,  and  he  did  not  leave 
me  until  after  the  sugar  season. 

I  killed,  in  the  four  months  that  I  hunted  for  the 
Hudson’s  Bay  Company,  about  one  hundred  buffaloes  ; 
but  as  part  or  the  whole  of  many  of  them  was  used  by 
the  hunters  and  in  my  own  lodge,  I  delivered  only  forty 
entire  and  fat  ones  to  the  Company’s  people,  for  which 
Mr.  Hanie  paid  me,  in  the  spring,  three  hundred  and 
ten  dollars.  The  Scotch  labourers  who  were  with  me 
were  more  rough  and  savage  in  their  manners  than 
any  people  I  had  seen  before,  far  more  so  than  the 
Indians  among  whom  I  had  lived.  Even  when  they 
had  plenty  they  often  quarreled  over  their  meat,  and 
were  like  ravenous  animals.  They  must  have  been  of 
the  wildest  class  of  their  country,  for  the  clerks  were 
also  Scotch,  some  of  them,  and  frequently  punished 
them  for  their  conduct,  but  still  they  continued  rough 
and  quarrelsome. 

Mr.  Hanie,  the  agent,  and  the  governor  for  the 
Hudson’s  Bay  Company,  proposed  to  me  to  build  me 
a  house,  and  to  engage  me  permanently  in  their  em¬ 
ployment,  but  I  hesitated  to  accept  the  offer,  as  I 
thought  it  doubtful  whether  their  attempt  at  settling 
that  part  of  the  country  would  finally  succeed.  Some 
of  the  Indians  whom  I  had  left  at  the  Lake  of  the 
Woods  had  followed  me  out,  spent  the  winter  with 
me,  and  returned.  I  was  still  remaining  by  myself 
at  Red  River,  when  Wa-ge-tote  came  from  my  father- 
in-law  and  mother-in-law  with  a  message.  They  had 
lost  several  of  their  children  by  death,  and,  feeling 
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lonely,  sent  for  me  to  come  to  them.  This  message 
Wa-ge-tote  delivered  to  me  in  the  presence  of  the 
traders  and  some  other  persons ;  but  afterwards  he 
called  me  out  by  myself,  and  said  to  me,  “  Do  not 
believe  that  your  father-in-law  sends  for  you  with  a 
good  motive.  When  the  children  were  sick,  they  called 
Ais-kaw-ba-bis  to  do  something  for  them,  and  he 
having  made  a  sacred  enclosure  said  he  had  called  you 
into  it,  and  made  you  confess  that  you  had  pointed  at 
the  children,  and  shot  bad  medicine  at  them,  though 
you  were  at  the  time  at  Red  River.  He  made  your 
father-in-law  believe  that  you  had  the  power  of  life 
and  death  over  his  children,  and  he  continues  to 
believe,  as  most  of  the  Indians  of  the  band  do,  that  it 
was  your  medicine  which  killed  them.  I  think  they 
send  for  you  with  the  design  of  killing  you.” 

Notwithstanding  this  friendly  warning  I  resolved  ter 
go  back,  because  my  staying  away  would  confirm  the 
Indians  in  their  belief  that  I  was  guilty  of  what  I  had 
been  accused  of.  I  had  no  fear  of  Ais-kaw-ba-bis, 
although  he  had  made  my  position  unendurable  by 
his  malicious  hostility.  Illness,  however,  prevented 
my  starting  immediately,  and  then  I  went  for  a  short 
time  up  the  Be-gwi-o-nush-ko  River,  to  a  lake  of  the 
same  name,  where  I  stopped  to  hunt,  and  killed  plenty 
of  meat.  While  I  remained  here,  there  came  to  my 
lodge  one  day  four  men  from  our  village  at  Me-nau- 
zhe-tau-nang.  In  one  of  them,  who  was  painted  black, 
as  is  usual  when  prepared  for  war,  I  recognised  my 
brother-in-law.  The  three  other  children  of  the  family 
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being  dead,  grief  and  a  feeling  of  loneliness  influenced 
him  to  leave  his  father,  and  to  go  in  search  of  some 
war  party,  that  he  might  join  them  against  their 
enemies,  and  thus  have  an  opportunity  of  sacrificing, 
honourably,  a  life  that  had  become  to  him  irksome. 
Three  young  men,  his  companions,  being  unwilling  to 
see  him  depart  alone,  had  voluntarily  accompanied 
him.  They  did  not  wish  to  go  to  fight,  but  hoped 
that  the  young  man’s  mind  would  become  more  calm 
and  settled  after  a  change  of  scene.  I  gave  him  my 
horse,  and  I  then  went  up  to  the  Lake  of  the  Woods 
to  my  father-in-law.  I  remained  four  days  without 
any  unpleasant  feeling  being  manifested  on  his  part, 
but  my  wife  had  left  the  place,  and  was  with  other 
relatives  at  a  village  which  Ais-kaw-ba-bis  had  per¬ 
suaded  them  to  make  at  some  distance. 

After  four  days  I  said  to  the  old  people  “  I  cannot 
remain  here,  while  my  little  brother  has  gone  away  in 
sorrow,  with  none  to  protect  him.  He  wishes  to  join 
a  war-party,  and  he  will  be  exposed  to  danger.”  One 
or  two  Indians  hearing  my  determination  offered  to 
accompany  me,  and  we  went  towards  Red  River.  We 
found  that  a  large  number  of  Crees,  Assineboins,  and 
Ojibbeways  were  preparing  to  go  against  the  Sioux, 
and  of  this  the  young  man  had  probably  heard  some 
rumours  before  he  went  out.  We  found  him  at  one 
of  the  encampments.  This  war  excursion  was  a  more 
futile  and  feeble  affair  even  than  those  which  I  have 
formerly  described.  Each  day  many  turned  back,  as 
having  no  heart  in  the  thing.  Two  or  three  journeys 
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from  Turtle  Mountain,  it  being  now  late  in  the  fall, 
a  great  storm  of  rain  came  on,  turning  to  sleet  and 
snow.  When  we  got  within  two  days’  march  of  the 
nearest  Sioux  village,  there  was  a  mere  handful  of  our 
band  ready  to  go  forward.  My  young  brother-in-law 
kept  with  the  chief  to  the  last,  and  the  excitement 
proved  of  great  service  to  him  in  diverting  his  mind 
from  his  sorrow.  Some  of  the  Sioux  came  out  to 
watch  us,  but  no  attack  was  made  on  either  side,  and 
the  war  excursion,  for  which  much  preparation  seemed 
to  have  been  made,  came  to  an  end.  There  were  six 
of  us  to  return  to  the  Lake  of  the  Woods,  but  after 
going  part  of  the  way,  I  left  them,  being  resolved  no 
longer  to  return  where  my  relatives  were  unfriendly 
and  my  wife  had  deserted  me.  I  had  three  children, 
the  eldest  being  not  four  years  old.  The  mother  had 
always  shown  affection  for  them,  and  against  me  only 
had  her  mind  been  poisoned.  So  I  did  not  feel  any 
anxiety  as  to  leaving  them  with  her,  and  I  knew  the 
Indians  would  not  suffer  them  ever  to  want  food  or 
protection.  Although  they  make  the  women  work  hard 
they  always  support  them,  and  hunt  for  them  and  for 
the  children  of  the  lodges. 

I  went  to  a  chief  from  whom  I  had  previously 
received  permission  to  hunt  in  a  place  which  I  had 
selected,  and  he  said  that  none  of  his  people  should 
interfere  with  me  there.  He  endeavoured  to  dissuade 
me  from  going  alone  and  spending  the  winter  by 
myself.  I  ought,  he  said,  either  to  remain  near  the 
other  Indians  of  his  band,  or  to  take  some  other  woman 
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for  a  wife.  But  I  would  not  listen  to  his  advice.  At 
present  I  had  no  inclination  either  to  remain  with 
Indians  not  known  to  me,  or  to  take  another  wife. 
I  went  to  the  nearest  trading  station,  and  here  took 
credit  sufficient  for  my  whole  family,  not  knowing  but 
my  wife  would  rejoin  me  at  some  future  time.  In  two 
or  three  days  I  reached  my  hunting-ground.  I  had 
no  pukkwi  or  mats  for  a  lodge,  and  therefore  had  to 
build  one  of  poles  and  long  grass.  Having  to  make 
my  own  moccasins  and  leggings,  after  dressing  the  skins, 
and  also  snow  shoes,  cutting  also  wood  for  cooking 
I  was  sometimes  kept  from  hunting,  and  suffered 
occasionally  from  hunger  ;  but  on  the  whole  I  man¬ 
aged  pretty  well  to  pass  a  great  part  of  the  winter. 
Two  dogs,  which  I  trained  carefully,  were  very  useful 
in  chasing  and  helping  to  bring  home  the  game. 
Several  Indians  at  various  times  came,  sometimes  sent 
I  thought  by  the  chief  to  see  how  I  was  getting  on, 
but  at  other  times  in  such  starving  condition  that  they 
were  evidently  impelled  by  hunger,  and  I  was  glad 
to  share  with  them  the  proceeds  of  my  hunting. 

About  this  time  the  traders  of  the  North-West  Com¬ 
pany  sent  messengers  and  presents  to  all  the  Indians 
in  that  part  of  the  country,  to  call  them  to  join  in 
an  attack  on  the  Hudson’s  Bay  establishment  at  Red 
River.  For  my  own  part  I  thought  these  quarrels 
between  white  brothers  unnatural,  both  being  engaged 
in  the  same  pursuit,  and  the  field  of  trade  being  large 
enough  for  both  of  them.  At  all  events  I  sought  to 
avoid  taking  part  in  the  quarrel,  though  I  had  long 
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traded  with  the  people  of  the  North-West  Company, 
and  considered  myself  as  in  some  measure  belonging  to 
them.  Many  of  the  Indians  obeyed  the  call.  On  the 
side  of  the  North-West  were  many  half-breeds,  sons  of 
Canadian  hunters  by  Indian  mothers.  One  of  them, 
called  Grant,  distinguished  himself  as  a  leader  among 
these  men,  who  were  mostly  a  lawless  and  evil  set. 
Many  cruelties  and  murders  were  committed  by  them 
at  that  time.  Some  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  people  were 
killed  in  open  fight,  and  others  were  massacred  after 
being  taken  prisoners.  I  remember  the  case  of  a  Mr. 
Keveny,  an  agent  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company.  He 
was  waylaid  and  fell  into  the  hands  of  Mr.  Herschel,  a 
clerk  of  the  North-West.  This  man  sent  him  in  a  canoe 
with  some  Frenchmen  (the  Canadians  were  mostly 
French  in  those  days)  and  a  half-breed,  named  Maveen, 
with  directions  to  kill  him  and  throw  him  into  the 
water.  When  they  had  gone  some  distance,  the  half- 
breed  wished  to  have  killed  him,  but  the  Frenchmen 
would  not  consent,  whether  from  humanity,  or  from  his 
having  made  promise  of  reward,  I  cannot  say.  They 
landed  him  on  a  small  rocky  island,  from  which  he  had 
no  means  of  escape,  but  he  was  discovered  and  taken 
off  by  some  Muskego  Indians,  who  set  him  at  liberty. 
Mr.  Herschel  abused  and  beat  the  Frenchmen  for 
having  neglected  to  kill  the  agent  when  he  was  in  their 
power,  and  despatched  other  men  in  pursuit  of  him. 
The  leader  of  the  ba,  and  white  man,  had  been  a  soldier, 
whose  well-known  cruelty  of  disposition  made  him  fit  to 
be  chosen  for  such  business.  With  them  was  the  half- 
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breed  Maveen,  and  by  these  two  the  poor  man,  being 
retaken,  was  murdered  under  circumstances  of  great 
atrocity.  They  then  returned  with  the  account  of  what 
they  had  done  to  Mr.  Herschel. 

After  the  settlement  at  Red  River  was  reduced  to 
ashes,  and  the  Hudson’s  Bay  people  driven  out  of  the 
country,  the  Indians  and  half-breeds  in  the  employ  of  the 
North-West  were  stationed  at  a  place  called  Sah-gi-uk, 
at  the  outlet  of  Lake  Winnipeg,  to  watch  for  and  destroy 
any  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  people  who  should  attempt  to 
enter  the  country  in  that  direction.  Ba-po-wash,  my 
brother-in-law,  was  one  of  the  Indians  thus  employed. 
Having  grown  tired  of  remaining  there,  and  hearing 
where  I  was,  and  that  I  had  not  taken  any  part  in  these 
contests,  he  came  to  me.  On  his  way  he  met  Mr. 
McDonald,  a  chief  man  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company, 
who  with  his  interpreter,  Mr.  Bruce,  was  going  up  to  that 
country.  Mr.  McDonald  was  slow  to  listen  to  the 
advice  of  Mr.  Bruce,  who  being  well  acquainted  with  the 
state  of  affairs  in  the  country,  had  many  fears  on  his 
account.  On  meeting  Ba-po-wash,  whom  he  well  knew, 
Mr.  Bruce,  who  was  supposed  to  be  in  the  interest  of  the 
North-West,  was  able  to  gain  full  intelligence  of  all 
that  had  passed.  Being  convinced  of  the  truth  of  the 
information,  Mr.  McDonald  was  persuaded  to  turn  back, 
and  probably  saved  his  life  by  so  doing.  He  went  to 
the  Sault  de  St.  Marie,  when  he  met  Lord  Selkirk,  then 
coming  into  the  country  to  try  to  settle  the  affairs  of  the 
two  rival  companies. 

For  myself  I  spent  this  summer  in  my  usual  peaceful 
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occupations  ;  in  hunting,  fishing,  and  about  the  corn¬ 
fields,  or  gathering  wild  rice.  In  returning  from  the 
rice  swamps  I  stopped  on  one  of  the  small  islands  in  the 
route  towards  Rainy  Lake  to  hunt  a  bear  with  whose 
haunt  I  had  been  some  time  acquainted.  Late  at  night, 
after  I  had  killed  my  bear,  and  as  I  was  lying  quietly 
in  my  lodge,  I  wa's  surprised  to  hear  a  voice,  which  I 
soon  recognised  to  be  that  of  Mr.  Herschel.  I  soon 
also  learned  that  he  was  on  the  look-out  for  some  one 
he  had  not  found.  Having  descried  my  light  at  a 
distance,  he  had  supposed  it  to  be  a  light  in  the  camp  of 
Lord  Selkirk,  and  had  crept  up  with  the  stealthiness  of 
an  Indian  warrior,  or  he  could  not  have  approached  my 
lodge  without  my  being  aware  of  it.  He  did  not  openly 
avow  his  intention  of  killing  Lord  Selkirk,  but  I  knew 
him  and  his  companions,  some  of  whom  had  now  come 
up,  and  was  not  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  his  purpose. 
Nor  was  I  ignorant  of  the  design  with  which  he  urged 
me  to  accompany  him  to  Rainy  Lake.  But  when  he 
found  that  his  hints  and  insinuations  had  no  effect,  he 
openly  declared  that  it  was  his  intention  to  kill  Lord 
Selkirk  whenever  he  found  an  opportunity,  and  he  then 
called  up  his  two  canoes,  that  I  might  see  them,  each 
with  ten  strong,  resolute,  and  well-armed  men.  He 
again  tried  to  induce  me  to  join  him,  but  I  would  not. 

After  leaving  me  he  went  on  to  Rainy  Lake,  to  the 
trading-house  of  Mr.  Tace,  but  he  being  less  inclined  to 
violent  measures  advised  Mr.  Herschel  to  return  to  his 
own  country.  What  arguments  were  used  I  do  not 
know,  but  he  returned  almost  immediately  towards  Red 

R 


242 


GREY  HAWK. 


River ;  leaving,  however,  concealed  in  the  woods  near 
the  trading-house  the  same  soldier  who  had  taken  part 
with  the  half-breed  Maveen  in  the  murder  of  the 
superintendent  the  year  before.  It  was  not  certainly 
known  among  us  what  this  man’s  instructions  were,  but 
desperate  man  though  he  was,  he  did  not  seem  to  relish 
his  solitary  residence  in  the  woods,  for  after  four  days  he 
returned  to  the  fort. 

In  the  meantime  Lord  Selkirk  had  taken  Fort 
William,  which  was  then  held  by  Mr.  Macgillivray  for 
the  North-West  Company.  From  Fort  William  he  sent 
an  officer  with  some  troops  to  take  possession  of  Mr. 
Tace’s  trading-house,  in  which  the  soldier  who  had 
murdered  Mr.  Keveney  was  found.  He  was  sent,  with 
some  others  who  had  attempted  to  rise  after  they  had 
surrendered  at  Fort  William,  to  Montreal,  and  I  heard 
that  he  was  there  hung  for  his  crimes. 

From  this  time  I  was  more  firmly  resolved  in  my  own 
mind  to  leave  this  country  and  return  to  the  States. 
Not  only  was  I  vexed  by  the  ill-will  which  had  been 
raised  against  me  among  the  Indians,  and  particularly  in 
the  family  of  my  father-in-law,  but  I  did  not  like  the 
quarrels  and  hostilities  among  the  whites,  with  whom  I 
had  relations  as  a  hunter  in  trading.  The  war  of  1812 
was  now  over,  and  there  was  not  now  the  difficulty  and 
risk  of  journeying  on  the  frontiers.  Mr.  Bruce,  who  had 
always  shown  friendly  feeling  to  me,  and  to  whom  I 
went  to  tell  my  purpose,  gave  me  much  information  and 
advice,  and  as  he  had  travelled  in  many  parts  his  state¬ 
ments  encouraged  me.  But  some  events  occurred 
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which  for  a  time  overthrew  my  plans,  and  I  was  soon  in 
the  midst  of  some  exciting  scenes  and  adventures  which 
I  must  relate. 

I  moved  to  Rainy  Lake  where  I  intended  to  pass  the 
rest  of  the  winter.  I  expected  to  find  Mr.  Tace  at  the 
trading-house,  being  as  yet  unaware  of  the  changes  that 
had  recently  taken  place.  Instead  of  him  I  found  the 
English  officer  whom  I  have  before  mentioned  as  having 
been  sent  by  Lord  Selkirk  to  occupy  the  place.  He 
treated  me  with  much  attention,  and  finding  that  I 
knew  the  country  well  and  that  I  could  speak  his 
language, — for  my  frequent  intercourse  with  whites  had 
made  me  able  for  this, — he  had  much  conversation  with 
me.  After  some  arguments  and  explanations  he 
succeeded  in  convincing  me  that  the  Hudson’s  Bay 
Company,  in  the  present  quarrel,  was  that  which  had 
right  on  its  side,  or  at  least  was  that  which  was  acting 
with  the  sanction  of  the  British  Government.  I  did  not 
tell  him  the  whole  of  my  history,  which  was  unneces¬ 
sary,  but  I  told  him  that  I  was  a  native  of  the  States, 
and  that  I  had  been  carried  off  in  early  years  by  the 
Indians,  and  had  lived  among  them  ever  since.  He 
seemed  much  interested  in  me,  and  said  he  would  have 
great  pleasure  in  aiding  me  in  my  design  to  return  to 
the  States.  At  the  same  time,  by  his  kind  treatment, 
his  presents,  and  his  promises,  he  induced  me  to  consent 
to  guide  him  and  his  party  to  the  North-West  Company’s 
house  at  the  mouth  of  the  Assineboin  River.  I  did  not 
without  difficulty  consent  to  do  this,  for  I  had  been 
employed  by  the  North-West,  and  had  friends  among 
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their  people ;  but  the  captain  had  persuaded  me  that 
they  were  in  the  wrong,  especially  in  driving  away  the 
Hudson’s  Bay  people  from  that  quarter  ;  and  he  said  I 
need  not  take  any  active  part  in  the  quarrel,  but  only  be 
the  guide  to  his  party.  The  winter  was  now  coming  on, 
and  had  indeed  commenced  with  some  severity.  The 
captain  said  his  men  could  not  live  at  Rainy  Lake,  and 
he  wished  to  go  on  immediately  to  Red  River. 

I  started  in  advance,  with  twenty  men,  and  went  to 
Rush  Lake,  whence  the  horses  were  sent  back,  and  the 
captain,  with  the  remaining  men,  between  forty  and  fifty, 
came  up.  At  Rush  Lake  we  had  snow  shoes  made, 
and  engaged  some  Indians  to  accompany  us  as  hunters. 
We  had  a  pretty  good  stock  of  wild  rice,  but  there  were 
a  good  many  mouths  to  supply  with  meat,  and  we  had 
a  long  journey  to  make  over  the  prairie.  We  some¬ 
times  were  short  of  food,  and  the  soldiers  grumbled  and 
were  almost  mutinous,  but  no  serious  difficulty  occurred 
It  took  a  whole  month  to  go  from  Rainy  Lake  to  Red 
River.  Here  we  took  the  fort  at  the  mouth  of  the 
Pembinah  without  any  resistance,  there  being  few 
persons  there,  except  squaws  and  children,  and  a  few 
old  Frenchmen.  From  Pembinah  we  went  in  four  days 
to  the  Assineboin,  ten  miles  above  the  mouth,  having 
crossed  Red  River  a  short  time  before.  Here  Be-gwais, 
a  principal  man  among  the  Ojibbeways,  met  us  with 
twelve  young  men.  Our  captain  and  governor,  who  was 
with  the  expedition,  believed  that  there  were  not  many 
men  in  the  North-West  Company’s  fort,  but  being  well 
armed,  and  having  strengthened  the  place,  he  seemed 
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at  a  loss  to  know  in  what  manner  best  to  attempt  its 
reduction.  Be-gwais  advised  them  to  march  boldly  up, 
and  to  show  their  force,  which  he  thought  would  suffice 
to  ensure  immediate  surrender.  This  advice  did  not, 
however,  seem  good,  as  the  men  in  the  fort  were 
resolute,  and  a  repulse  might  be  disastrous,  if  a  panic 
followed  an  over-secure  advance. 

When  the  captain  had  engaged  me  at  Rainy  Lake,  I 
had  told  him  that  I  could  make  a  road  from  that  place 
to  the  door  of  Mr.  Herschel’s  bedroom.  He  may  have 
thought  this  to  be  only  idle  boasting,  but  I  felt  hurt  and 
dissatisfied  that  they  took  no  notice  of  me  in  their  con¬ 
sultations,  and  expected  me  merely  to  act  as  their 
guide.  When  we  came  near  the  place,  and  when  I 
heard  of  their  fresh  consultations,  and  the  difficulty  they 
seemed  to  be  in,  I  communicated  my  dissatisfaction  at 
not  being  taken  into  council,  to  Nowlan,  an  interpreter, 
who  was  well  acquainted  with  the  country,  and  who  had 
a  half-brother  in  the  fort,  a  clerk  for  Mr.  Herschel.  We 
talked  the  matter  over,  and  one  night,  after  the  council 
had  broken  up,  and  no  steps  seemed  to  have  been 
resolved  upon,  while  Nowlan  and  I  were  sitting  by  our 
own  fire,  we  agreed  that  it  would  be  in  the  power  of  us 
two  to  surprise  the  fort,  and,  if  supported  promptly,  to 
take  it  without  much  risk  or  loss.  So  we  took  into  our 
confidence  some  soldiers,  who  followed  us  at  no  great 
distance.  There  were  no  knolls,  or  bushes,  or  other 
objects  to  give  any  cover  for  our  approach,  the  surround¬ 
ing  ground  being  completely  cleared  ;  but  the  night  was 
dark,  and  so  extremely  cold,  that  we  did  not  suppose 
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the  people  within  would  be  very  vigilant.  We  made  a 
scaling  ladder,  in  the  way  the  Indians  make  them,  by 
cutting  the  trunk  of  a  young  tree  with  the  limbs 
trimmed  long  enough  to  serve  to  step  upon,  and  placing 
this  against  the  wall  we  were  soon  on  the  top  of  the 
fence,  and  got  down  on  the  inside,  on  the  top  of  the 
blacksmith’s  forge,  whence  we  descended  silently  one  by 
one  to  the  ground.  When  all  were  inside,  without  any 
alarm  having  been  given,  we  went  to  find  the  people, 
first  cautiously  placing  two  or  three  armed  men  at  the 
doors  of  the  houses  we  saw  were  occupied,  so  as  to 
prevent  them  getting  together,  or  concerting  airy  means 
of  resistance. 

The  night  had  been  far  spent  when  we  got  to  the 
fort,  and  every  step  had  been  taken  with  deliberation  as 
well  as  with  silence,  as  we  did  not  know  the  real  strength 
of  the  people  inside,  and  a  premature  alarm  might  have 
spoiled  the  whole  affair.  It  was  beginning  to  be  day¬ 
light  before  we  could  discover  the  sleeping-place  of 
Herschel,  whom  it  was  our  chief  concern  to  get  hold 
of.  When  he  found  we  were  in  the  fort,  he  came  out, 
strongly  armed,  and  attempted  to  make  resistance,  but 
we  easily  overpowered  him.  He  was  at  once  bound, 
but  as  he  was  loud  and  abusive,  the  governor,  who  had 
now,  with  the  captain,  arrived  at  the  fort,  directed  us  to 
throw  him  bound  out  into  the  snow  ;  but  the  weather 
being  so  severe  that  he  would  have  been  frozen  to  death 
if  left  there,  he  was  allowed  to  come  in  where  we  had  a 
fire.  On  recognising  me  he  knew  at  once  that  I  must 
have  guided  the  party,  and  he  reproached  me  loudly  with 
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my  ingratitude,  as  he  pretended  formerly  to  have  done 
me  many  favours.  Not  wishing  to  have  this  charge  of 
ingratitude  made,  and  desiring  to  justify  myself  before 
my  new  friends,  I  told  him,  in  reply,  of  the  murders  he 
had  committed  treacherously  on  his  own  people,  and 
that  on  account  of  these,  and  his  many  crimes,  I  had 
turned  against  him.  “  When  you  came,”  I  said,  “  to  my 
lodge  last  fall,  I  treated  you  with  friendly  hospitality, 
for  I  did  not  then  see  that  your  hands  were  red  with 
the  blood  of  your  own  people.  I  did  not  see  the  ashes 
of  the  houses  of  your  white  brothers,  which  you  had 
caused  to  be  burned  down  at  Red  River.”  But  he  con¬ 
tinued  to  curse  and  abuse  not  only  me,  but  the  soldiers, 
and  every  one  that  came  near  him. 

Only  three  of  those  captured  in  this  trading-house 
were  kept  as  prisoners.  These  were  Mr.  Herschel, 
Maveen  (or  Mainville),  the  half-breed,  who  had  been 
concerned  in  the  murder  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  agent, 
and  one  of  the  clerks.  The  rest  were  suffered  to  go 
at  large.  Joseph  Cadoth,  the  half-brother  of  Nowlan, 
made  a  very  humble  and  submissive  apology  for  his 
conduct,  and  promised,  if  they  would  release  him,  to  go 
to  his  hunting,  and  be  no  more  attached  to  the  traders. 

After  twenty  days  I  returned  to  Pembinah,  where  I 
met  Wa-ge-tote,  and  with  him  went  to  hunt  buffalo  in 
the  prairie.  I  heard  that  not  only  the  Indians  but  many 
of  the  half-breed  people  in  the  country  were  enraged 
against  me  for  the  part  I  had  taken  against  the  North- 
West  Company,  and  I  was  told  that  they  were  deter¬ 
mined  to  take  my  life.  I  told  them  that  they  must  fall 
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on  me  as  I  had  fallen  on  the  North-West  people,  when 
they  were  sleeping,  or  they  would  not  be  able  to  injure 
me.  I  thought  it  best  not  to  seem  to  be  afraid  of  them  ; 
but  all  this  added  to  my  sense  of  insecurity  and  dis¬ 
comfort,  and  I  longed  the  more  for  the  time  when  I 
could  leave  this  country  and  go  to  the  States. 

Lord  Selkirk  was  now  expecting  the  arrival  of  a 
judge  who  he  heard  had  been  appointed  specially  to 
inquire  about  the  preceding  disturbances.  At  length 
Judge  Cottman  came,  and  after  he  had  made  his  in¬ 
quiries,  and  having  tried  and  punished  some  of  the 
most  guilty,  matters  became  more  settled.  Mr.  Her- 
schel  and  Maveen  were  loaded  with  irons,  and  sent  to 
prison  in  Montreal.  The  North-West  Company  had 
to  pay  a  fine  of  some  thousand  dollars  as  compensation 
for  the  injury  done  to  the  property  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay 
Company.  I  need  not  refer  to  other  proceedings,  ex¬ 
cept  such  as  affected  my  own  case.  The  governor  spoke 
to  Lord  Selkirk  about  me,  telling  him  that  I  had  guided 
his  party  from  the  Lake  of  the  Woods,  and  performed 
important  services  in  the  capture  of  the  fort.  He  re¬ 
commended  that  a  handsome  present  should  be  made 
to  me,  and  this  was  done.  Lord  Selkirk  used  much 
persuasion  to  induce  me  to  accompany  him  and  remain 
in  his  service.  I  had  some  inclination  to  do  so,  because 
I  then  believed  that  all  my  own  relatives  had  been  cut 
off  by  the  Indians  ;  and  if  they  were  not,  I  knew  that 
after  so  long  a  lapse  of  time,  we  must  be  almost  like 
entire  strangers  to  each  other.  He  even  proposed  to 
take  me  with  him  to  England,  but  my  attachments  were 
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to  my  own  country,  and  it  was  too  late  to  begin  new 
modes  of  life,  and  to  form  new  associations.  I  could 
not  trust  myself  to  hear  further  discussion  of  the  matter, 
and  so  I  left  abruptly,  and  went  back  to  Rainy  Lake. 

Here,  at  the  trading-house,  I  found  my  old  trader 
Mr.  Tace.  He  asked  me  rather  sharply  why  I  came  to 
him,  and  not  to  my  friends  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Com¬ 
pany.  I  told  him  I  wanted  to  go  to  the  States, 

“  It  would  have  been  well,”  he  replied,  “  if  you  had 
gone  long  ago”  Nevertheless  he  kept  me  with  him  for 
twenty  days,  treating  me  with  great  kindness.  He  then 
took  me  in  his  own  canoe  to  Fort  William,  whence  Dr. 
McLoughlin  sent  me  in  one  of  his  boats  to  the  Sault  de 
St.  Marie,  and  thence  I  went  to  Mackinac.  All  the 
people  of  the  North-West  whom  I  saw  on  this  journey 
treated  me  kindly,  and  no  one  mentioned  a  word  of  my 
connection  with  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company. 

Major  Puthuff,  the  United  States  Indian  agent  at 
Mackinac,  gave  me  a  birch  bark  canoe,  some  provisions, 
and  a  letter  to  Governor  Cass,  at  Detroit.  My  canoe 
was  lashed  to  the  side  of  the  schooner  on  board  which 
I  sailed  for  Detroit,  under  the  care  of  a  gentleman 
whose  name  I  do  not  recollect,  but  who,  as  I  thought, 
was  sent  by  Major  Puthuff  expressly  to  take  charge  of 
me  on  the  way.  I  think  that  this  was  because  the 
agent  believed  I  might,  from  my  experience,  be  of 
some  service  in  the  Indian  affairs,  and  he  may  have  said 
this  in  the  letter  to  Governor  Cass.  At  all  events,  after 
our  arrival  at  Detroit,  in  five  days,  and  seeing  the  gov¬ 
ernor,  the  gentleman  left  and  I  heard  no  more  of  him. 
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Next  day,  when  walking  up  the  street  in  Detroit,  and 
gazing  around,  I  saw  an  Indian,  and  going  up  to  him, 
asked  him  who  he  was,  and  where  he  belonged.  He 
answered  me  :  “  An  Ottawwaw,  of  Sau-ge-nong.”  “  Do 
you  know  Kish-kaw-ko  ?  ”  said  I.  “He  is  my  father.” 
“  And  where,”  said  I,  “  is  Manito-o-gheezik,  his  father, 
and  your  grandfather  ?  ”  “  He  died  last  fall.”  I  told 
him  to  go  and  call  his  father  to  come,  but  the  old 
man  would  not  come. 

Next  day,  as  I  was  again  in  the  street,  I  saw  an  old 
Indian,  and  ran  after  him.  When  he  heard  me  coming 
he  turned  round,  and  after  looking  at  me  attentively 
for  some  moments,  he  caught  me  in  his  arms.  It  was 
Kish-kaw-ko ;  but  he  looked  very  unlike  the  young 
man  who  had  taken  me  prisoner  so  many  years  before. 
He  asked  me,  in  a  hurried  manner,  many  questions  ;  in¬ 
quired  what  had  happened  to  me,  and  where  I  had  been 
since  I  left  him.  I  tried  to  get  him  to  take  me  to  the 
house  of  Governor  Cass,  but  he  appeared  afraid  to  go. 
He  showed  me  the  direction,  and  brought  me  near  to 
it.  A  soldier  sentinel  was  walking  up  and  down  before 
it,  and  would  not  allow  me  to  pass.  While  waiting  at 
the  gate,  I  saw  the  governor  sitting  in  the  porch  of  the 
house  inside  the  court.  I  held  up  to  him  a  paper  which 
had  been  given  to  me  by  Major  Puthuff,  and  he  then 
told  the  soldier  to  let  me  pass  in.  He  read  the  paper, 
gave  me  his  hand,  and  asked  me  several  questions.  He 
then  sent  for  Kish-kaw-ko,  and  an  interpreter,  by 
whom  my  statement  was  confirmed  concerning  the  cir¬ 
cumstances  of  my  capture,  and  my  two  years’  residence 
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with  the  Ottawwaws  at  Sau-ge-nong.  After  that  time 
his  word  could  not  confirm  mine,  but  the  governor  was 
perfectly  satisfied,  and  after  his  leaving  continued  to 
talk  with  me.  I  found  some  difficulty  in  conversation, 
as  he  spoke  on  subjects  with  which  I  was  not  so  fa¬ 
miliar  as  those  I  had  been  accustomed  to  speak  about 
at  the  trading-houses,  but  I  felt  that  I  should  soon  be 
able  to  speak  easily  the  language  of  my  early  years. 

The  governor  gave  me  clothing  to  the  amount  of 
sixty  or  seventy  dollars’  value,  and  sent  me  to  remain 
for  the  present  at  the  house  of  his  interpreter,  about  a 
mile  distant,  where  he  told  me  I  must  remain  till  after 
a  council  he  had  appointed  to  be  held  at  St.  Mary’s  on 
the  Miami,  where  he  had  summoned  many  Indians  and 
white  men  to  assemble  ;  after  which  he  would  send  me 
to  my  relatives  on  the  Ohio. 

Having  waited  some  weeks,  without  any  message 
from  the  governor,  and  being  impatient  to  go  on  my 
way,  I  started  with  Be-nais-sa,  the  brother  of  Kish-kaw- 
ko,  and  eight  other  Indians  who  were  going  to  the 
council.  I  went  without  the  knowledge  of  Governor 
Cass,  who  indeed  had  already  left  Detroit,  having  to 
make  some  visits  before  going  to  St.  Mary’s.  We  suf¬ 
fered  much  from  fatigue  and  from  hunger,  especially 
after  passing  the  rapids  of  the  Miami,  where  we  left  our 
canoe.  We  met  Indians  who  sometimes  gave  us  a  little 
food,  but  others  refused  though  they  had  plenty.  The 
more  they  are  in  contact  with  white  men  the  less  are 
they  given  to  hospitality.  We  sometimes  stopped  to 
rest  or  to  sleep  near  a  white  man’s  corn-field,  and  though 
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the  corn  was  now  fit  to  roast,  and  we  almost  perishing 
with  hunger,  we  dared  not  take  anything.  The  Indians 
said  to  me,  “You  have  come  far  to  seek  your  white 
relations ;  now  go  in  and  see  if  they  will  give  you  any¬ 
thing  to  eat !  ”  I  went  to  one  house,  and  stood  in  the 
door  asking  for  food,  but  the  people  within  drove  me 
away,  and  on  my  return  the  Indians  laughed  at  me. 

Some  time  after,  when  we  were  in  the  road  close  to 
where  we  had  slept  for  the  night,  some  one  came  up  on 
horseback,  and  asked  us  in  the  Ottawwaw  dialect  who 
we  were.  On  telling  him,  he  said  that  we  should  reach 
his  house,  if  brisk  travellers,  on  the  next  day  after  the 
morrow,  at  noon,  and  there  we  should  have  plenty  to 
eat.  “  It  is  necessary,”  he  added,  “  that  I  reach  home 
to-morrow,  and  I  have  travelled  all  night,”  and  thus 
he  left  us.  On  the  next  day  my  strength  failed  so  much 
that  I  was  only  able  to  keep  up  by  being  relieved  of 
my  load.  One  took  my  gun,  another  my  blanket,  and 
we  reached  that  night  the  forks  of  the  Miami,  where 
was  a  settlement  of  Indians,  and  a  trading-house,  as 
well  as  several  families  of  whites.  I  applied  to  the 
trader,  and  stated  my  situation,  but  we  could  obtain 
no  relief,  and  on  the  next  day  I  felt  very  weak  and  little 
able  to  travel.  We  were  indebted  to  the  Indians  for 
what  little  food  we  obtained,  which  enabled  us  the  day 
after  to  reach  the  house  of  the  hospitable  Indian. 
This  man,  named  Ah-koo-nah-goo-zik,  had  two  large 
kettles  of  corn  and  venison  ready  cooked  and  awaiting 
our  arrival.  One  he  placed  before  me,  and  the  other 
before  Be-nais-sa,  and  desired  us  to  help  ourselves  and 
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our  companions,  wooden  dishes  and  spoons  being  before 
us.  After  we  had  eaten,  he  told  us  we  had  better  re¬ 
main  with  him  some  days,  to  rest  ourselves  after  so 
long  a  journey,  as  he  had  plenty  of  corn,  and  fat 
venison  was  abundant  about  him.  I  told  him  that  we 
deeply  felt  his  kindness,  but  that  for  my  own  part  I 
had  for  many  years  been  wishing  to  make  the  journey 
I  had  in  view,  and  was  impatient  to  see  whether  any  of 
my  own  relatives  were  still  alive.  The  Indians  had  told 
him  of  my  having  been  captured,  and  this  seemed  to 
have  caused  him  to  take  more  interest  in  me.  I  said 
I  should  be  glad  to  rest  with  him  for  two  or  three  days, 
and  afterwards  to  borrow  one  of  his  horses  to  ride  as 
far  as  St.  Mary’s,  where  I  would  leave  it  for  him.  “  I 
will  tell  you,”  said  he.  Nothing  was  said  till,  on  the 
third  morning,  where  we  were  making  up  our  loads  to 
start,  he  came  to  me,  leading  a  fine  horse,  and  putting 
the  halter  in  my  hand,  he  said,  “  I  give  you  this  for  the 
journey.”  I  did  not  again  tell  him  I  would  leave  it  in 
charge  of  some  one  at  St.  Mary’s,  as  I  had  already  said 
this,  and  I  knew  that  in  such  cases  the  Indians  do  not 
wish  to  hear  much  said. 

The  kindness  of  this  man  impressed  me  much.  He 
was  one  of  the  first  Indians  I  had  seen  who  led  a  settled 
instead  of  a  wandering  life,  and  in  his  house  and  farm 
he  seemed  as  prosperous  as  the  white  men.  He  had  been, 
when  young,  as  I  afterwards  learned,  at  a  missionary’s 
school,  and  then  in  the  employment  of  his  master,  who 
had  been  much  interested  in  him,  and  had  taught  him 
many  things  by  which  his  life  was  raised  above  that 
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of  the  people  among  whom  he  was  born.  I  have  since 
seen  prosperous  Indian  settlements  in  various  places, 
through  the  same  agencies,  but  at  this  time  I  was  as 
yet  unaware  of  the  efforts  made  by  good  Christians 
among  the  whites  to  improve  the  condition  of  the 
Indians. 
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In  two  days  I  arrived  at  the  place  appointed  for  the 
council.  Governor  Cass  had  not  yet  come,  and  there 
were  few  people  yet  there,  but  a  man  was  stationed  to 
issue  provisions  to  such  as  should  come. 

A  few  days  after  our  arrival  an  incident  occurred 
which  caused  a  painful  excitement  at  the  time,  and 
which  is  worth  narrating  as  illustrating  some  traits  of 
Indian  life  and  character. 

A  young  man  of  the  Ottawwaws,  Be-nais-sa  had  given 
me  to  cook  for  me,  and  to  assist  me  in  my  sickness, 
as  I  was  suffering  from  ague  with  fever,  which,  although 
it  did  not  wholly  confine  me,  was  sometimes  distressing 
and  enfeebling.  This  young  man  went  across  the  creek 
to  a  camp  of  the  Po-ta-wa-to-mies,  who  had  just  arrived 
and  were  drinking.  At  midnight  he  was  brought  into 
the  lodge  drunk,  and  one  of  the  men  who  came  with 
him,  said  to  me,  as  he  pushed  him  in,  “  Take  care  of 
your  young  man,  he  has  been  doing  mischief.” 

I  called  to  Be-nais-sa  to  kindle  a  fire  quickly,  and 
as  soon  as  there  was  light  enough  we  saw  the  young 
man  standing  with  his  knife  in  his  hand,  and  the  knife 
together  with  his  arm  and  part  of  his  body  covered  with 
blood.  He  stood  in  a  strange  absent  manner,  under 
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the  effect  of  drink,  yet  not  so  drunk  as  to  have  been 
unable  to  direct  the  men  where  to  take  him.  The 
other  Indians  were  all  now  awake,  but  they  could  not 
make  him  lie  down  ;  he  only  stood  glaring  at  them. 
But  when  I  told  him,  he  obeyed  immediately,  dropping 
the  knife  on  the  ground.  I  forbade  them  to  make  any 
inquiries  about  where  he  had  been,  or  what  he  had 
done,  and  to  take  no  notice  of  his  bloody  knife. 

In  the  morning,  having  slept  soundly,  he  was  per¬ 
fectly  unconscious  of  all  that  had  passed.  He  believed 
he  had  been  drunk  at  the  Indian  camp,  but  had  no 
recollection  of  being  brought  back.  He  was  astonished 
and  confounded  when  I  told  him  he  had  killed  a 
man,  and  showed  him  the  blood-stained  knife.  He 
remembered  now  that,  in  his  drunkenness,  or  when 
nearly  overcome  by  the  drink,  he  had  been  crying  about 
his  father,  who  had  been  killed  by  the  whites  near  that 
very  place  where  he  then  was.  He  expressed  the 
utmost  concern  about  what  we  told  him  he  had  done, 
and  would  not  rest,  till  some  of  us  consented  to  go  with 
him,  that  he  might  see  the  man  he  had  killed. 

On  going  with  him  to  the  camp,  we  learned  from  the 
Po-ta-wa-to-mies  that  he  had  seen  a  young  man  sleeping, 
or  lying  in  a  state  of  insensibility  from  drink,  and  had 
stabbed  him  with  his  knife,  without  any  words  having 
been  exchanged,  and  apparently  without  knowing  who 
he  was.  The  young  man  was  not  dead,  but  he  could 
not  recover,  and  manifestly  was  near  his  end.  We  had 
brought  with  us  a  very  considerable  present,  made  up 
by  one  giving  a  blanket,  another  some  cloth,  some  one 
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thing  and  some  another.  With  these,  our  young  man 
went  into  the  lodge  where  the  dying  man  lay,  and 
placing  them  on  the  ground,  he  said  to  the  relatives 
who  were  standing  about,  “My  friends,  I  have  killed 
this  your  brother;  but  I  knew  not  what  I  did.  I  had 
no  ill-will  against  him.  But  drunkenness  made  me  a 
fool,  and  now  my  life  is  forfeited  to  you.  I  am  poor 
and  among  strangers.  Some  of  those  who  came  from 
my  own  country  with  me  would  take  me  back  to  those 
who  know  me  there ;  they  have,  therefore,  sent  me  with 
this  small  present.  My  life  is  in  your  hands,  and  the 
present  is  before  you ;  take  which  you  choose,  my 
friends  will  have  no  cause  to  complain.” 

Having  thus  spoken  he  sat  down  beside  the  dying 
man,  who  was  unconscious,  his  life  almost  gone  ;  stoop¬ 
ing  his  head,  he  hid  his  eyes  with  his  hands,  as  if 
waiting  for  them  to  strike.  There  was  death-like 
silence.  The  Indians,  when  not  excited  in  war  or  by 
drink,  do  everything  in  a  slow  deliberate  manner,  and 
apparently  impassive  spirit.  Some  of  the  white  people 
would,  under  such  circumstances,  have  rushed  with  wild 
vengeance  upon  the  manslayer  who  had  placed  himself 
in  their  power.  But  they  had  heard  and  were  now 
calmly  weighing  the  words  he  had  spoken. 

The  silence  was  broken  by  the  mother  of  the  wounded 
man,  an  aged  woman,  who  came  a  little  forward,  and 
said,  “  For  myself  and  my  children  I  can  answer,  that 
we  wish  not  to  take  your  life  ;  but  I  cannot  speak  for 
my  husband  who  is  not  here,  nor  promise  to  protect  you 
from  his  resentment.  Nevertheless  I  will  accept  your 
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presents,  and  whatever  influence  I  have  with  him,  I  shall 
not  fail  to  use  it  in  your  behalf.  I  know  it  was  not  from 
design,  or  from  any  previous  hatred  or  malice,  that  you 
have  done  this,  and  why  should  your  mother  be  made  to 
weep  as  well  as  myself  ?  ”  She  accepted  the  presents, 
and  without  molestation  from  others  in  the  lodge,  the 
young  man  went  out  and  rejoined  our  people.  We 
heard  that  the  father  returned  that  evening  from 
hunting,  and  on  the  whole  affair  being  told  to  him,  he 
showed  much  sorrow,  but  uttered  no  threats  of  ven¬ 
geance,  using  only  some  expressions  of  submission  to 
untoward  fate.  The  event  was  reported  to  Governor 
Cass,  who  had  arrived  a  day  or  two  before,  and  he  was 
satisfied  with  the  course  that  had  been  taken,  and 
said  he  would  not  appear  to  know  anything  about  it. 

During  the  night  the  young  man  having  died,  some  of 
our  people  assisted  on  the  following  day  in  making  the 
grave.  When  this  was  completed,  the  governor  gave 
for  the  dead  man  a  valuable  present  of  cloth  and  other 
things  to  be  buried  with  him,  according  to  the  Indian 
custom,  and  these  were  brought  and  heaped  up  on  the 
brink  of  the  grave.  The  old  woman,  evidently  a  shrewd 
person,  and  with  more  sense  than  sentiment,  proposed 
that  these  presents,  instead  of  being  buried,  should  be 
played  for,  and  so  made  useful.  Whatever  the  older 
people  thought,  the  proposal  pleased  the  young  men, 
and  as  the  articles  were  numerous,  arrangements  were 
made  for  various  games,  on  the  following  day,  such 
as  shooting  at  the  mark,  leaping,  wrestling,  and  other 
sports.  In  these  funeral  games  the  handsomest  piece  of 
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cloth  was  reserved  as  the  prize  for  the  swiftest  in  the 
foot  race.  The  winner  of  the  prize  was  the  young  man 
himself  who  had  killed  the  other.  I  feared  for  the  mo¬ 
ment  that  this  might  have  caused  some  ill-feeling.  But 
again  the  old  woman  took  the  chief  part,  and  in  a  way 
that  surprised  us  all.  Calling  the  young  man  to  her  she 
said,  “Young  man,  he  who  was  my  son  was  very  dear 
to  me,  and  I  fear  I  shall  weep  much  and  often  for  him. 
I  would  be  glad  if  you  would  come  to  be  my  son  in  his 
stead,  to  love  me  and  take  care  of  me  as  he  did.”  The 
young  man  was  struck  with  confusion  at  the  unexpected 
offer,  but  being  already  deeply  grateful  for  her  having 
saved  his  life,  immediately  consented  to  the  arrangement 
if  the  father  gave  his  approval.  The  father  was  ap¬ 
pealed  to,  and  being  one  who  deferred  much  to  the  will 
of  his  wife,  not  a  thing  very  usual  among  the  Indians, 
the  adoption  was  soon  agreed  to.  This  old  woman 
reminded  me  of  our  Net-no-qua,  who  till  her  last  days 
bore  rule  over  all  her  relatives  as  well  as  her  hus¬ 
band,  in  our  lodge,  in  my  younger  days. 

Meanwhile  some  one  told  Governor  Cass  that  some 
friends  of  the  deceased  were  still  determined  to  avenge 
his  death,  and  disapproved  of  the  way  in  which  the 
affair  had  been  passed  over,  as  against  all  honourable 
custom.  Hearing  this  he  sent  his  interpreter  to  the 
young  man  to  direct  him  at  once  to  make  his  escape 
and  flee  to  his  own  country.  The  governor  was  of 
course  desirous  of  avoiding  any  trouble  from  the  event. 
Knowing  the  deadliness  of  such  feuds  if  once  the  spirit 
of  retaliation  is  let  loose,  I,  as  well  as  Be-nais-sa,  con- 
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curred  with  the  governor’s  advice,  and  assisted  in 
making  preparation  for  the  young  man’s  departure. 
We  sent  him  off  in  the  night,  but  instead  of  making  the 
best  of  his  way  homeward,  he  concealed  himself  in  the 
woods  at  no  great  distance  from  our  lodge. 

Very  early  next  morning  I  saw  two  of  the  friends  of 
the  slain  young  man  coming  towards  our  lodge.  I  im¬ 
mediately  concluded  that  the  report  of  intended  ven¬ 
geance  was  correct,  and  became  alarmed,  supposing  they 
were  coming  with  the  intention  of  doing  violence.  They 
came  into  the  lodge,  and  for  a  long  time  sat  silent.  At 
last  one  of  them  said,  “Where  is  our  brother?  We  felt 
lonely  at  home,  and  wish  to  talk  with  him.”  As  I  saw 
they  were  quite  unarmed,  and  spoke  with  apparent  sin¬ 
cerity,  I  told  them  he  had  lately  gone  out.  “  Would  I 
fetch  him  ?  ”  I  said  I  did  not  know  where  he  was  or 
when  he  would  return.  As  they  still  remained,  I  went 
out  on  pretence  of  seeking  him,  but  really  to  consult 
with  one  or  two  of  my  friends,  and  to  tell  them  that  the 
reported  threats  of  violence  were  unfounded.  I  had  not 
the  slightest  expectation  of  seeing  my  young  servant 
again.  What  was  my  surprise  when  he  stood  before 
me,  as  I  went  out  of  my  lodge.  He  had  observed,  from 
his  hiding  place,  the  visit  of  the  two  young  men  to  our 
lodge,  and  judging  as  I  had  done,  from  their  manner  and 
from  their  being  unarmed,  that  they  came  with  no  un¬ 
friendly  design,  he  discovered  himself,  and  we  re-entered 
the  lodge  together.  They  shook  hands  with  him  in  a 
friendly  way,  and  carried  back  a  message  that,  as  soon 
as  I  could  arrange  for  other  help  in  my  lodge,  he 
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should  go  to  comfort  the  parents  for  their  lost  son. 
We  afterwards  ascertained  that  all  the  rumours  of  their 
wishing  to  kill  him  were  false,  and  that  he  was  quite  at 
home  in  his  new  position.  Certainly,  if  forgiveness  has 
any  influence  he  would  prove  a  most  faithful  servant  and 
loving  son. 

Before  these  Po-ta-wa-to-mies  left  the  neighbourhood 
they  gave  us  a  good  deal  of  trouble.  Some  of  them  had 
actually  the  daring  to  steal  the  horse  that  had  been 
lent  to  me  on  the  road  by  the  friendly  old  man,  Ah-koo- 
nah-goozik.  As  he  was  expected  at  the  council,  I  lost 
no  time  in  going  to  the  camp  across  the  creek,  and  with 
the  help  of  some  of  Be-nais-sa’s  young  men  I  fortu¬ 
nately  recovered  the  horse,  with  which  no  doubt  the 
thieves  would  have  shortly  decamped.  I  restored  him 
to  the  owner,  who  knew  nothing  of  the  fright  I  had  got. 
Governor  Cass,  having  heard  how  kind  this  man  had 
been  to  me  and  my  fellow-travellers,  and  especially  in 
lending  me  the  horse,  directed  that  a  very  handsome 
and  valuable  saddle  should  be  given  to  him.  For  some 
time  the  old  man  persisted  in  declining  this  present ;  but 
at  last,  when  prevailed  on  to  receive  it,  being  told  that 
his  refusal  displeased  the  governor,  he  expressed  much 
gratitude.  “  This,”  he  said,  “  is  what  was  told  me  by 
the  men  who  gave  me  instruction  many  years  ago,  when 
I  was  young.  They  told  me  that  because  the  Great 
Spirit  was  good,  and  had  been  good  to  me,  I  must  be 
kind  and  do  good  to  all  men,  and  chiefly  to  all  who  were 
poor  and  afflicted,  and  to  the  stranger  who  should  come 
from  a  far  country  ;  saying,  if  I  did  so,  I  would  be  like 


264 


GREY  HAWK. 


my  Heavenly  Father,  who  would  also  remember  me  to 
do  good  to  me,  and  to  reward  me  for  what  I  had  done. 
Now,  although  I  have  done  so  little  for  this  man,  see 
how  amply  and  honourably  I  am  rewarded.”  This  he 
said  to  Governor  Cass  through  the  interpreter.  He 
would  have  persuaded  me  to  take  his  horse  as  a  present, 
saying  he  had  others,  and  the  saddle  was  more  valuable 
than  the  horse  he  had  lent  me.  Of  course  I  declined 
his  offer,  but  he  still  insisted,  till  I  consented  that  he 
should  consider  it  as  belonging  to  me,  and  that  he  would 
take  care  of  it  until  I  returned  and  called  for  it.  I  was 
full  of  affection  for  the  old  man,  and  as  he  hoped  I 
should  come  to  see  him  again,  I  said  I  would  return 
now  to  his  house  for  a  short  visit,  which  was  less  than 
two  days  distant.  He  was  leaving  the  council,  which 
would  continue  some  days  longer,  so  I  returned  with 
him. 

I  had  much  conversation  with  him  at  his  house,  and 
heard  from  him  many  things  that  my  heart  felt  to  be 
good.  We  spoke  once  about  the  Shawnee  prophet,  and 
about  others  who  pretended  to  have  received  revelations 
from  the  Great  Spirit.  He  told  me  that  there  had  been 
a  revelation  given,  and  written  in  a  book  from  which  his 
teachers  had  instructed  him,  but  he  was  unable  to  read, 
and  only  remembered  some  truths  which  had  been  im¬ 
pressed  on  his  memory  in  early  years,  and  which  he 
had  always  endeavoured  to  carry  out  through  life.  He 
believed  in  the  presence  of  the  Great  Spirit  always  and 
everywhere  near  him.  But  he  also  believed  that  the 
Great  Spirit  had  sent  to  this  world  one  who  was  the 
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friend  and  protector  of  men,  who  came  in  the  likeness 
of  man,  who  taught  men  the  will  of  the  Great  Spirit, 
and  set  them  an  example.  This  was  long  ago,  and  in  a 
far-off  land,  the  people  of  which  slew  this  good  prophet, 
because  he  said  he  was  from  the  Great  Spirit,  and  be¬ 
cause  he  opposed  their  evil  ways.  But  after  he  was 
dead  he  rose  again,  and  he  told  his  followers  to  go  to 
all  lands,  and  tell  of  his  life  and  his  death,  and  to  make 
them  better.  These  were  among  the  things  he  had 
learned  from  the  white  men  who  were  his  teachers  in  his 
early  years.  As  he  was  speaking,  there  came  to  my 
memory  thoughts  that  had  long  been  buried  in  my 
mind,  and  dim  recollections  of  things  I  too  had  been 
taught  in  my  childhood.  I  had  sometimes,  as  I  have 
said,  been  with  white  men  since  my  captivity,  but  had 
never  met  with  teachers  like  those  whom  my  old  friend 
remembered  with  gratitude.  I  felt  now  the  more  de¬ 
sirous  to  return  among  my  people,  where  I  could  learn 
more  about  the  Maker  and  the  Friend  of  men.  Full  of 
these  desires,  and  with  warm  feeling  of  regard  and 
love  for  the  old  man,  I  returned  to  the  place  of  the 
council. 

The  governor,  before  the  conclusion  of  the  council, 
called  me  to  dine  with  him.  I  put  on  the  clothes  which 
he  had  given  to  me  at  Detroit,  which  I  had  laid  aside 
carefully,  while  I  was  in  the  lodge  with  the  Indians.  I 
had  seen  enough  of  the  habits  and  usages  of  white  men 
at  the  trading-houses,  and  was  able  sufficiently  to  speak 
with  them  on  some  subjects.  The  governor  had  evi¬ 
dently  told  them  about  my  history,  and  several  gentle- 
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men  were  very  attentive,  and  askea  me  to  take  wine 
with  them  at  table.  I  was  careful  to  avoid  taking  much, 
for  I  had  never  acquired  the  same  fondness  the  Indians 
usually  have  for  intoxicating  liquors.  Among  the  guests 
were  two  men  from  Kentucky,  one  of  whom  seemed  to 
be  strangely  interested  in  me,  and  after  asking  various 
questions,  to  my  astonishment,  and  to  the  great  delight 
of  the  governor,  he  said  he  knew  something  of  my  re¬ 
lations,  and  that  he  often  had  visited  at  the  family  of 
one  of  my  sisters.  As  they  were  going  back  after  the 
council,  I  determined  to  start  along  with  these  two  men. 

A  day  or  two  after  this  I  had  a  fresh  attack  of  fever 
and  ague.  Governor  Cass  had  given  to  me  goods  and 
money  to  the  amount  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  dollars. 
I  think  some  of  the  gentlemen  who  met  me  at  his  house 
contributed  towards  this  handsome  present.  I  purchased 
ahorse  for  eighty  dollars,  as  I  had  the  long  journey  before 
me.  When  we  were  to  start  I  was  so  feeble  and  unwell 
as  scarcely  to  be  able  to  stand,  yet  I  could  not  lose  this 
opportunity  of  going  with  those  who  knew  the  road,  and 
who  could  guide  me  to  my  relatives.  I  set  out  with 
them,  but  after  two  days  I  had  become  so  ill  that  I 
could  not  sit  on  my  horse.  They  concluded  to  purchase 
a  skiff,  and  one  of  them  to  take  me  down  by  water, 
while  the  other  went  with  the  horses  by  the  usual  route, 
hiring  a  man  to  take  charge  of  them.  We  went  down 
the  Big  Miami  River,  but  there  were  many  mill  weirs  and 
other  obstructions,  which  rendered  even  this  method  not 
only  slow  and  laborious,  but  extremely  trying  to  me  in 
my  condition.  At  last  I  was  reduced  to  such  a  state  of 
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weakness  as  to  be  quite  unable  to  move.  My  companion 
grew  anxious  and  alarmed.  We  stopped  at  a  house  on 
the  bank  of  the  river,  the  owner  of  which,  though  a  poor 
man,  seemed  greatly  to  pity  me,  and  disposed  to  do  all 
he  could  for  my  relief.  I  determined,  therefore,  to  ask 
permission  to  stay  here,  my  friend  arranging  for  my 
being  taken  care  of,  till  he  went  to  the  Ohio,  and  either 
came  back  himself,  or  sent  some  one  for  me.  The  man 
with  whom  I  stopped  could  speak  a  little  of  the  Ottaw- 
waw  language,  and  spoke  to  me,  thinking  from  my  dress 
that  I  was  an  Indian.  He  was  surprised  when  I  also 
spoke  in  his  own  tongue,  and  he  did  everything  in  his 
power  to  make  me  comfortable,  until  my  nephew,  a  son 
of  one  of  my  sisters,  sent  by  my  relatives  in  Kentucky, 
came  for  me.  By  him  I  learned  about  the  death  of  my 
father,  and  also  some  particulars  about  others  of  my 
family.  Before  I  saw  Kish-kaw-ko,  at  Detroit,  I  had 
always  supposed  that  the  greater  part,  if  not  all,  of  my 
father’s  family  had  been  killed  by  Manito-o-gheezik 
and  his  band,  the  year  subsequent  to  my  capture. 

Our  journey  was  very  tedious  and  difficult  to  Cincin¬ 
nati,  where  we  rested  a  little.  Thence  we  descended  the 
Ohio  in  a  skiff.  My  fever  continued,  with  attacks  daily, 
and  when  the  chill  commenced  we  were  compelled  to 
stop  for  some  time,  so  that  our  progress  was  not 
rapid.  We  were  accompanied  by  one  man,  who  assisted 
my  nephew  to  put  me  in  and  take  me  out  of  the  skiff, 
for  I  was  now  reduced  to  a  mere  skeleton,  and  had  not 
strength  enough  to  walk  and  stand  by  myself. 

As  the  night  was  coming  on  we  arrived  at  a  large 
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farm,  with  a  nice-looking  house.  Leaving  the  skiff,  they 
raised  me  by  the  arms,  and  partly  led,  partly  lifted  me 
towards  the  house,  where  my  nephew  asked  shelter  for 
the  night.  He  said  I  was  so  unwell  that  it  might  en¬ 
danger  my  life  to  go  farther.  But  the  owner  told  us  we 
could  not  stay  there,  and  on  my  nephew  persisting  in 
his  request,  drove  us  roughly  away.  The  night  was  now 
upon  us,  but  we  had  to  return  to  the  boat.  The  next 
place  where  we  saw  lights  on  shore  was  more  than  a 
mile  further,  and  the  house  being  far  back  from  the 
river,  we  could  not  approach  in  the  skiff.  They  accord¬ 
ingly  again  supported  me,  till  we  arrived  at  a  large 
brick  house.  The  people  within  had  just  gone  to  bed, 
but  on  my  nephew  knocking  at  the  door,  after  a  little 
a  man  came  out.  When  he  heard  what  we  asked,  and 
saw  me,  he  took  hold  of  me  and  assisted  me  into  the 
house  ;  then  called  his  wife  and  daughters,  who  prepared 
some  supper  for  my  companions.  For  me  he  got  some 
medicine,  and  made  me  go  to  bed,  and  I  slept  soundly. 
At  this  house  we  remained  the  next  day  and  night,  and 
were  treated  with  the  utmost  kindness.  From  that  time 
I  began  to  get  a  little  better,  and  without  much  more 
difficulty  I  reached  the  place  where  some  of  my  sister’s 
children  were  living.  She  had  been  dead  some  years. 
I  went  to  the  house  of  another  nephew,  where  I  lay  sick 
for  some  weeks.  While  there  a  letter  arrived,  but  I  was 
too  ill  at  the  time  to  be  told  about  it.  After  recoverinsr 
somewhat,  and  being  able  to  move  about,  they  told  me 
it  was  from  my  brother  Edward,  whose  name  I  had 
never  forgotten.  He  had  gone  to  Red  River  to  search 
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for  me.  I  was  also  told  that  one  of  my  relatives,  who 
lived  about  one  hundred  miles  distant,  had  wished  to 
come  to  him. 

The  thought  of  my  brother  Edward  being  still  alive, 
and  in  quest  of  me,  dwelt  on  my  mind  so  much  that  I 
declared  my  intention  of  taking  my  horse,  which  I  had 
now  begun  to  use,  and  returning  towards  Red  River. 
My  relatives  and  neighbours  tried  to  dissuade  me,  but 
when  they  found  me  determined  to  go,  they  made 
preparation  for  my  journey.  One  of  them  went  with 
me  as  far  as  Cincinnati.  When  he  left  me  I  went  on 
alone.  It  was  a  painful  and  disagreeable  journey  for 
me.  From  day  to  day  I  travelled,  weak  and  lonely, 
and  sometimes  hungry,  meeting  more  frequently  with 
suspicious  looks  and  rough  words  than  with  kind  treat¬ 
ment.  Although  I  had  enough  to  pay  for  corn  for  my 
horse,  more  than  once  I  was  refused,  and  cursed  for  an 
Indian.  There  were  occasionally  better-hearted  people, 
as  one  old  man  who  was  standing  at  his  door  as  I 
passed.  He  called  to  me  to  stop,  took  my  horse  and 
gave  him  plenty  of  corn,  and  leading  me  into  the  house 
placed  food  before  me.  I  could  not  eat  at  the  time, 
upon  which  he  gave  me  some  nuts,  some  of  which  I 
ate.  When  he  saw  that  my  horse  had  eaten,  and  that 
I  was  impatient  to  start,  he  put  on  the  saddle  and 
brought  the  horse.  I  offered  him  money,  but  he  would 
not  take  it.  At  night  I  did  not  go  to  a  house,  pre¬ 
ferring  greatly  to  sleep  in  the  woods,  as  I  found  I 
could  sleep  there  far  better.  In  fact  I  had  been  so 
accustomed  to  sleep  in  the  open  air  in  the  fine  season, 
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that  I  felt  oppressed  in  a  house,  and  my  strength  was 
being  restored  by  adopting  my  old  habits  of  life.  When 
I  got  near  the  upper  part  of  the  Big  Miami  the  settle¬ 
ments  were  few  and  far  apart.  One  day  seeing  a  number 
of  hogs  in  the  woods,  I  shot  one,  skinned  him,  and  hung 
the  meat  to  my  saddle,  so  that  I  was  for  some  time  well 
supplied.  At  the  forks  of  the  Miami  of  Lake  Erie  was 
a  trader  whom  I  knew,  and  who  spoke  Ottawwaw  as 
well  as  I  did.  He  might  have  been  expected  to  be 
friendly,  but  he  was  a  selfish,  disagreeable  man.  When 
I  asked  him  for  something  for  my  horse,  he  told  me  to 
be  gone,  as  he  would  give  nothing ;  but  offered  to  sell 
me  some  corn  for  my  bear  meat,  as  he  called  the  pork 
he  saw  hanging  at  my  saddle.  But  I  disliked  him,  and 
leaving  him,  slept  that  night  in  the  woods.  The  next 
day  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  come  to  a  house  where 
the  woman  treated  me  kindly.  She  fed  my  horse  and 
gave  me  a  piece  of  dried  vension,  which  I  cooked  and 
enjoyed  at  the  next  place  in  the  woods  where  I  halted. 

When  within  one  hundred  miles  of  Detroit,  I  was 
again  taken  very  sick,  and  had  to  remain  in  a  lodge  I 
constructed,  at  first  almost  without  hope  of  recovery. 
But  at  length  I  was  again  able  to  resume  my  journey. 

Two  days  from  Detroit  I  met  a  man,  having  a  Sioux 
pipe  in  his  hand,  who  merely  gave  me  a  look  as  he 
passed.  It  struck  me  as  I  went  on  that  this  man  had  a 
strong  resemblance  to  my  father,  whose  appearance  was 
thereby  recalled  to  my  memory.  On  arriving  on  the 
second  day  at  Detroit,  I  learned  that  this  man  on  the 
road  was  really  my  brother,  I  was  about  to  return 
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after  him,  but  Governor  Cass,  to  whom  I  went  to  an¬ 
nounce  my  arrival,  would  not  let  me  go.  He  said  that 
my  having  passed  towards  Detroit  would  be  known  at 
the  houses  on  the  way  ;  and  as  he  would  be  sure  to  in¬ 
quire  at  each  of  these,  he  would  soon  hear  of  me  and 
come  back.  His  opinion  appeared  to  have  been  well 
founded,  for  in  three  days  my  brother  arrived.  He 
would  not  have  known  me,  but  the  affection  of  a 
brother  was  warm  in  his  heart,  and  he  held  me  a  long 
time  in  his  arms  in  silence.  We  were  soon  able  to 
hear  what  each  was  anxious  to  know,  but  of  this  I  need 
not  give  details.  He  persuaded  me  to  cut  my  long 
hair,  which  I  still  wore  in  Indian  style,  and  also  to  lay 
aside  the  Indian  dress.  But  the  dress  of  a  white  man 
was  uncomfortable  to  me,  and  I  was  compelled  from 
time  to  time,  as  will  appear  in  the  sequel,  to  resume  my 
old  dress  for  work  and  for  comfort. 

My  brother  insisted  that  I  should  go  with  him  to  his 
house,  beyond  the  Mississippi,  where  he  had  long  been 
settled.  We  set  off  thither  together.  At  Fort  Wayne  we 
received  kind  attention  from  the  military  commandant, 
and  the  journey  was,  on  the  whole,  pleasant  and  without 
incident.  Forty  days  we  took  to  get  to  the  Mississippi, 
fifteen  miles  above  New  Madrid,  where  my  brother 
lived.  Thence  we  went  to  Jackson,  fifteen  miles  from 
Cape  Girardeau,  where  two  of  my  sisters  lived.  From 
this  place  we  started  to  go  to  Kentucky.  Crossing  the 
Mississippi,  a  little  above  Cape  Girardeau,  we  went  by 
way  of  Golconda,  on  the  Ohio,  to  Kentucky,  where 
several  relatives  lived,  near  villages  called  Salem  and 
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Princeton.  Here  my  sister  Lucy,  married  to  a  Mr. 
Rukken,  lived.  She  had  dreamed,  the  night  before  I 
arrived,  that  she  saw  me  coming  through  the  corn-field 
that  surrounded  the  house.  I  had  been  too  much 
accustomed  to  hear  of  dreams  and  presentiments,  and  to 
believe  in  them,  to  express  any  surprise  at  what  she  told 
me.  She  had  a  large  family  of  children,  all  of  whom, 
with  the  friends  and  neighbours,  crowded  around  J:o 
witness  the  lost  brother’s  meeting  with  his  sister.  It 
was  a  wonderful  event  in  the  quiet  place.  Next  sabbath- 
day  there  was  a  great  assemblage  at  the  house,  and  a 
thanksgiving  service  was  held. 

My  brother-in-law  was  exceedingly  kind,  and  he  took 
much  trouble,  by  writing  letters  and  making  inquiries, 
to  see  if  in  my  father’s  will  any  provision  had  been 
made  for  me.  Nothing  came  of  this  at  the  time,  but 
he  interested  so  many  people  that  a  handsome  sum  was 
collected,  and  I  never  was  so  rich  before  or  since.  I 
had  five  hundred  silver  dollars  when  I  went  back  to 
New  Madrid  to  my  brother  Edward.  I  was  going 
thence  to  my  sister’s  at  Jackson,  but  he  would  not 
allow  me  to  go  alone,  no  doubt  thinking  that  the 
possession  of  this  money  might  be  the  means  of  ex¬ 
posing  me  to  danger  or  bringing  me  into  difficulty. 

I  was  very  glad  to  remain  some  time  at  Jackson 
with  my  sister  there.  She  was  a  truly  good  woman, 
and  from  her  I  learned  much  about  the  religion  of 
which  I  knew  so  little.  I  had  met  people  who  called 
themselves  Christians,  but  who  in  their  lives  and  ways 
were  not  much  better  than  the  Indians  among  whom  I 
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was,  except  in  things  in  which  white  men  had  the 
advantage  of  more  knowledge.  I  had  never  happened 
to  meet  with  any  of  the  Christian  missionaries  or 
teachers,  of  whom  I  now  heard  as  labouring  among 
the  Indians  to  teach  them  true  religion.  The  old  man, 
Ah-koo-nah-goo-zik,  was  the  only  one  who  had  told 
me  of  such  teachers.  While  my  sister  talked  with  me 
there  came  back  to  my  memory  some  of  the  long-for¬ 
gotten  things  I  had  been  taught  in  my  childhood,  and 
which  I  now  heard  with  very  different  feelings,  and 
which  I  was  able  now  to  understand  and  assent  to. 
The  Indians  were  not  without  religious  feeling,  and 
some  of  them  were  devout  as  far  as  their  superstitions 
went.  They  prayed  to  the  Great  Spirit,  and  made  offer¬ 
ings  to  propitiate  his  favour.  They  had  ideas  of  right 
and  wrong,  but  they  regarded  things  as  good  or  bad 
only  according  to  the  customs  of  their  people.  A  good 
minister,  whom  my  sister  brought  to  see  me,  inquired 
much  about  the  beliefs  and  practices  of  the  Indians, 
and  asked  my  opinion  as  to  the  usefulness  of  sending 
missionaries  to  teach  them.  I  told  him  that  there  were 
some  who  would  be  grateful  to  be  taught,  and  that  they 
were  ever  too  ready  to  listen  to  any  who  professed  to 
bring  revelations  from  the  Great  Spirit.  I  told  him 
how  the  pretended  prophets  and  seers  had  sometimes 
been  obeyed,  when  they  gave  precepts,  which  perhaps 
they  had  heard  from  white  men,  against  lying  and 
stealing  and  drunkenness  and  other  evils,  though  they 
mixed  these  good  precepts  with  foolish  and  crafty 
superstitions.  I  told  him  also  that  the  Indians  would 
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not  be  altogether  unprepared  to  receive  the  teaching 
about  Jesus  Christ,  the  Saviour  and  Friend  of  man. 
They  had  in  their  religion  not  only  reverence  for  the 
Great  Spirit,  but  their  legends  also  spoke  of  one  whom 
they  called  Na-na-bush,  who  was  the  creator  of  men 
and  their  patron  and  protector,  and  who  had  sometimes 
appeared  upon  the  earth  as  the  messenger  and  repre¬ 
sentative  of  the  Great  Spirit.  They  believe  also  in  an 
evil  spirit,  or  devil,  called  Matche-Manito,  of  whom 
they  rarely  speak,  but  of  whose  power  and  malice  they 
have  fear.  Their  ideas  are  confused,  and  may  differ  in 
various  tribes,  but  in  all  there  is  a  sense  of  some  kind 
of  religion,  and  I  thought  there  was  good  hope  in 
taking  better  teaching  to  them,  which  would  find  re¬ 
sponse  both  in  their  understanding  and  their  con¬ 
science. 

The  good  minister  one  day  brought  a  book  which  he 
said  was  the  Life  of  David  Brainerd,  a  missionary 
among  the  Indians  in  times  long  past,  written  by 
Jonathan  Edwards,  of  Princeton  College.  He  read  to 
me  something  which  agreed  with  what  I  had  told  him. 
It  was  about  a  poor  Indian  who  once  came  to  him. 
He  had  never  had  any  communication  with  Christian 
people,  and  yet  unaided  by  any  written  revelation  he 
possessed  some  just  ideas  of  his  own  relation  and  duty 
to  the  Great  Spirit.  Here  is  the  missionary’s  story 

“  I  discoursed  with  him  about  Christianity.  Some  of 
my  discourse  he  seemed  to  like,  but  some  of  it  he  dis¬ 
liked  extremely.  He  told  me  that  God  had  taught  him 
his  religion,  and  that  he  never  would  turn  from  it  :  but 
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wanted  to  find  some  who  would  join  heartily  with  him 
in  it.  For  the  Indians,  he  said,  were  grown  very  de¬ 
generate  and  corrupt.  He  had  thoughts,  he  said,  of 
leaving  all  his  friends  and  travelling  abroad  in  order  to 
find  some  who  would  join  with  him ;  for  he  believed 
that  God  had  some  good  people  somewhere,  who  felt 
as  he  did.  He  had  not  always,  he  said,  felt  as  he  now 
did,  but  had  formerly  been  like  the  rest  of  the  Indians, 
until  about  four  or  five  years  before  that  time.  Then, 
he  said,  his  heart  was  very  much  distressed,  so  that  he 
could  not  live  among  the  Indians,  but  got  away  into 
the  woods  and  lived  alone  for  some  months.  At  length 
he  says,  God  comforted  his  heart,  and  showed  him  what 
he  should  do ;  and  since  that  time  he  had  known  God, 
and  tried  to  serve  Him,  and  loved  all  men,  be  they  who 
they  would,  so  as  he  never  did  before.  He  treated  me 
with  uncommon  courtesy,  and  seemed  to  be  hearty  in  it. 
I  was  told  by  the  Indians  that  he  opposed  their  drink¬ 
ing  strong  liquor,  with  all  his  power,  and  that  if  at  any 
time  he  could  not  dissuade  them  from  it  by  all  he  could 
say,  he  would  leave  them  and  go  crying  into  the  woods. 
It  was  manifest  that  he  had  a  set  of  religious  notions, 
which  he  had  examined  for  himself,  and  not  taken  for 
granted  upon  bare  tradition,  and  he  relished  or  dis¬ 
relished  whatever  was  spoken  of  a  religious  nature,  as  it 
either  agreed  or  disagreed  with  his  standard.  While  I 
was  discoursing  he  would  sometimes  say,  ‘  Now  that  I 
like,  so  God  has  taught  me,’  etc.,  and  some  of  his 
sentiments  seemed  very  just.  He  seemed  to  be  sincere, 
honest,  and  conscientious  in  his  own  way,  and  accord- 
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ing  to  his  own  religious  notions,  which  was  more  than 
I  ever  saw  in  any  other  pagan.  I  perceived  that  he 
was  looked  upon  and  derided  among  most  of  the 
Indians  as  a  precise  zealot,  who  made  a  needless  noise 
about  religious  matters,  but  I  must  say  there  was  some¬ 
thing  in  his  temper  and  disposition  which  looked  more 
like  true  religion  than  anything  I  ever  observed  among 
other  heathens.” 

Whether  this  Indian’s  religion  was  “true”  or  not,  it 
was  certainly  better  than  that  of  many  who  call  them¬ 
selves  Christians.  The  minister  said  that  this  man  was 
one  among  a  thousand,  and  that  there  were  very  few 
who  would  thus  separate  themselves  from  their  fellows 
and  strive  to  be  good  as  he  did.  The  indulgence  of 
natural  desires  and  passions  prevents  self-denial.  He 
explained  to  me  that  the  excellence  of  the  Christian 
religion  appeared  most  in  this,  that  it  gives  motive 
powerful  enough  to  overcome  natural  desire  and  evil 
ways.  Out  of  love  and  gratitude  to  the  Saviour  who 
died  for  us,  obedience  and  self-denial  become  easy,  just 
as  we  will  do  and  suffer  much  for  a  friend  or  for  one 
loved  by  us.  I  have  said  more  than  I  intended  about 
this,  but  it  may  interest  those  who  have  read  or  heard 
about  missions  to  the  Indians.  But  now  to  resume  my 
narrative. 
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From  Jackson  my  brother  and  I  went  to  St.  Louis  on 
the  Mississippi,  where  we  saw  Governor  Clark,  who  had 
already  given  much  assistance  to  my  brother  in  his 
journeys  in  search  of  me.  He  received  us  with  great 
kindness,  and  offered  us  whatever  assistance  we  might 
think  necessary  in  accomplishing  the  object  I  now  had 
in  view,  which  was  to  bring  my  family  from  the  Indian 
country.  My  wife  I  had  little  hope  of  recovering,  but 
I  felt  unwilling  to  leave  my  children  among  the  people 
where  they  were.  My  brother  wished  to  accompany 
me,  and  take  a  considerable  number  of  men,  to  aid,  if 
necessary,  in  taking  my  children  by  force.  But  I  went 
one  day  to  Governor  Clark  and  told  him  not  to  listen 
to  my  brother,  who  knew  little  of  the  country  or  people 
I  was  going  to  visit,  or  of  what  was  needful  to  my 
success  in  the  attempt  to  bring  out  my  family.  In 
truth,  I  did  not  wish  my  brother,  or  any  other  white 
man,  to  accompany  me,  as  I  knew  he  could  not  submit 
to  all  the  hardships  of  the  journey,  and  live,  as  I  should 
be  compelled  to  live,  in  an  Indian  lodge  all  winter. 
Furthermore,  I  was  aware  that  he  would  be  rather  an 
encumbrance  than  any  help  to  me ;  and  I  persuaded 
him  to  return. 

Governor  Clark  wished  to  send  me  by  the  way  of  the 
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upper  Mississippi,  but  I  was  unwilling  to  go  that  way, 
on  account  of  the  Sioux,  through  whose  country  I  must 
pass.  He  gave  me  a  Mackinac  boat,  large  enough  to 
carry  fifty  men,  with  provisions,  axes,  tents,  and  other 
stores.  The  current  of  the  Mississippi,  below  the 
Missouri,  soon  convinced  me  that  this  large  boat  was 
not  adapted  for  my  journey,  and  at  Portage  de  Sioux, 
I  disposed  of  it,  and  of  such  of  the  goods  as  I  could  not 
stow  away  in  a  small  canoe,  in  which,  with  two  men,  I 
proceeded  to  the  head  of  the  Illinois  River,  and  thence 
to  Chicago. 

I  had  a  letter  from  Governor  Clark  to  Mr.  M'Kenzie, 
the  Indian  agent  at  that  place,  and  as  there  was  no 
vessel  about  to  sail  for  Mackinac,  he  fitted  out  a  bark 
canoe,  with  a  crew  of  Indians,  to  take  me  on  my 
journey.  But  the  Indians  stopped  for  some  days  drink¬ 
ing,  and  a  vessel  meanwhile  arrived,  in  which  I  sailed 
on  her  return  voyage.  At  Mackinac  I  waited  ten  days, 
when  Captain  Knapp,  of  the  revenue  cutter,  offered  me 
a  passage  to  Drummond’s  Island.  Here  Dr.  Mitchell 
and  the  Indian  agent,  Colonel  Anderson,  treated  me  in 
a  very  friendly  manner,  until  the  latter  had  an  opportu¬ 
nity  to  send  me  to  the  Sault  de  St.  Marie. 

At  the  Sault  I  remained  two  or  three  months,  as 
Colonel  Dickson,  who  was  there,  would  not  allow  me  to 
go  up  Lake  Superior  in  the  North-West  Company’s 
trading  vessel,  which  went  and  returned  three  times 
while  I  was  detained,  waiting  for  him.  He  was  going 
by  boat,  and  I  was  to  go  with  him.  At  last  he  was 
ready  to  start.  We  were  no  sooner  out  from  shore  than 
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he  told  me  to  take  an  oar,  and  although  I  was  then  in 
feeble  health,  he  compelled  me  to  row  as  long  as  I  was 
able  to  sit  up.  Being  at  last  disabled,  he  set  me  on 
shore,  at  a  spot  twenty  miles  above  Fort  William,  where 
I  found  Mr.  Giarson,  who  was  in  charge  of  some  pro¬ 
perty  for  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company.  I  do  not  know 
why  Colonel  Dickson  treated  me  as  he  had  done,  except 
he  had  been  told  something  against  me  by  the  North- 
West  people.  When  he  set  me  on  shore  I  told  him  I 
should  be  at  the  other  side  of  the  lake  before  him. 
Leaving  my  baggage  under  the  charge  of  Mr.  Giarson, 
I  hired  a  canoe,  with  an  old  Frenchman,  and  having 
good  luck  in  crossing  I  was  there  before  him.  He  went 
on  by  the  Indians’  road  to  the  Red  River.  We  heard 
he  had  a  journey  of  extreme  difficulty,  and  suffeied 
from  fatigue  and  hunger.  The  Indians  greatly  disliked 
this  “red-headed  ”  Englishman,  as  they  called  him.  He 
was  an  ill-tempered,  rough  man.  On  his  way  to  Red 
River  he  passed  an  enclosed  Indian  burying-ground, 
where  some  of  the  people  known  to  me  were  buried. 
Colonel  Dickson  and  his  people  broke  down  the  palings, 
and  destroyed  the  little  sheds  that  had  been  built  over 
the  graves.  The  Indians  were  deeply  offended  by  this, 
and  threatened  to  take  his  life,  which  they  might  pro¬ 
bably  have  done,  had  an  opportunity  offered.  He  went 
to  Pembinah,  thence  to  Lake  Naverse,  and  returned  no 
more  into  the  country  of  the  Ojibbeways. 

The  village  or  settlement  where  I  had  lived  with  my 
family  was  in  an  island  in  the  Lake  of  the  Woods.  I 
made  inquiries,  and  learned  that  my  wife  and  two  of  her 
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children  had  left  for  some  distant  place.  Her  conduct, 

I  heard,  was  such  that  I  lost  all  wish  to  see  her,  though 
I  still  retained  some  feeling  towards  the  children. 
Being  much  unsettled,  and  not  resolved  as  to  what  I 
should  do,  I  went  to  Mackinac.  Mr.  Boyd,  the  Indian 
agent  there,  wished  to  hire  me  as  a  striker  in  his  smith’s 
shop,  but  not  liking  the  employment,  I  did  not  wish  to 
remain.  There  was  a  vessel  going  to  Chicago,  and  I 
was  willing  to  pay  for  a  passage,  but  was  refused  per¬ 
mission  to  be  a  passenger.  I  was  therefore  obliged  to 
purchase  a  canoe,  in  which  I  started,  with  only  one  man 
to  assist  me.  Colonel  Boyd  gave  me  a  letter  to  Dr. 
Wolcott,  who  was  now  Indian  agent  there.  On  arriving 
after  rather  a  difficult  voyage,  I  was  ill  with  fever,  and 
my  money  being  now  spent  I  was  in  great  distress.  As 
soon  as  I  was  able  I  went  to  Dr.  Wolcott  to  present  the 
letter  ;  but  he  would  not  receive  it,  or  take  any  notice 
of  me.  He  knew  well  who  I  was,  as  he  had  seen  me 
before  when  I  passed  Chicago,  and  I  could  not  tell  why 
he  refused  me  assistance.  I  might  have  perished  but 
for  the  kindness  of  a  Frenchman,  who  had  been  to  carry 
some  boats  across  the  Portage.  His  wife  was  an  Ojib- 
beway  woman,  and  commonly  accompanied  him  when 
he  went  to  take  any  boats  across  the  Portage.  Though 
his  horses  were  much  tired  with  the  long  journey  from 
which  he  had  returned,  he  agreed  to  take  me  and  my 
canoe  sixty  miles.  He  lent  me  also  one  of  the  horses 
to  ride,  as  I  was  too  weak  to  walk,  and  he  thought  that 
riding  would  be  less  fatiguing  than  jolting  in  the  cart 
with  the  canoe.  Before  we  got  to  the  end  of  the  sixty 
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miles,  as  there  was  now  a  little  water  in  the  river,  I  con¬ 
cluded  to  put  my  canoe  in,  and  try  to  descend  in  it. 
My  Frenchman,  whom  I  had  brought  from  Mackinac, 
had  deserted  at  Chicago,  and  I  now  obtained  the  help 
of  an  old  Indian,  called  the  Smoker.  We  continued 
our  laborious  and  difficult  route  along  the  bed  ol  the 
Illinois.  Beyond  the  Yellow  Ochre  River  there  was 
more  water,  and  in  due  time  we  went  down  to  Fort 
Clark,  which  is  on  a  narrow  neck  of  land  between  two 
lakes.  Here  I  met  some  acquaintances,  or  rather  some 
who  claimed  relationship  in  consequence  of  being  in 
some  degree  connected  with  the  family  I  had  first  be¬ 
longed  to  among  the  Indians.  One  of  them  was  a  son 
of  the  husband  of  Net-no-kwa.  An  old  woman  gave 
me  a  sack  of  wiskobimmenuk,  as  they  call  corn  when 
plucked  green,  boiled,  and  then  dried.  Another  gave 
me  some  venison,  the  larger  part  of  a  deer  he  had  just 
killed.  He  refused  any  compensation,  and  when  I  gave 
him  a  little  powder  and  shot,  and  some  flints,  he 
appeared  very  thankful.  We  passed  great  numbers 
of  Po-ta-wa-to-mies,  their  lodges  standing  many  together 
at  every  bend  of  the  river.  Some  of  them  started  out 
in  their  canoes  occasionally,  and  accompanied  me  some 
distance,  asking  who  I  was,  and  where  I  was  going. 
They  seemed  very  friendly,  and  I  felt  no  alarm,  having 
nothing  that  could  induce  them  to  attack  me,  had  they 
any  idea  of  plunder.  In  this  manner  I  descended  the 
Illinois  River,  killing  sufficient  game  when  it  was  wanted, 
and  my  health  gradually  mending,  until  I  came  to  St 
Louis. 
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Here  Governor  Clark  showed  his  wonted  kindness 
not  only  to  me,  but  to  the  old  Smoker,  who  had  been 
faithful  and  serviceable  to  me  on  the  journey.  After 
giving  the  old  man  a  handsome  present,  he  provided  for 
his  return  to  his  own  country,  and  dismissed  him. 

After  staying  some  time  at  St.  Louis,  I  went  to  Cape 
Girardeau  in  my  birch  bark  canoe,  having  a  letter  from 
Governor  Clark  to  the  Indian  agent  at  that  place.  At 
Cape  Girardeau,  where  I  left  my  canoe,  and  where  I 
remained  only  a  short  time,  I  saw  some  of  Major  Long’s 
exploring  party,  then  on  their  return  from  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  This  was  in  the  fall  of  the  year  1820,  about 
a  year  after  my  first  return  to  the  Ohio.  From  the 
time  of  my  capture  just  thirty  years  had  then  elapsed, 
so  that  it  must  have  been  in  the  spring  of  1789  I  was 
taken  prisoner. 

From  Cape  Girardeau  it  was  only  about  fifteen  miles 
to  Jackson,  where  I  remained  several  months  with  my 
sister.  Thence  I  went  to  Kentucky,  and  next  fall  to 
St.  Louis,  to  see  Governor  Clark ;  but  he  was  not  at 
home,  and  as  many  people  were  dying  there  of  fevers,  I 
made  but  a  short  stay.  On  returning  to  Jackson,  I 
found  that  there  was  also  much  illness  there,  and  several 
of  my  relatives,  with  whom  I  then  lived,  died  that  year. 

In  the  spring  of  1822  I  started  to  go  again  to  the 
north,  not  finding  that  I  was  content  among  my  friends 
in  Kentucky.  I  had  lived  so  long  an  active  wandering 
life,  that  not  only  my  health  but  my  mind  would  give 
way  if  I  continued  in  the  uneventful,  passive  existence 
I  had  lately  been  leading.  I  went  by  the  way  of  the 
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Grand  Prairie ;  and  having  given  my  canoe  to  my 
brother,  I  procured  a  horse,  and  rode  to  St.  Louis,  and 
thence  proceeded  by  way  of  the  Illinois  towards  Chi¬ 
cago. 

The  Indian  agent  for  Fort  Clark  lived  at  this  time  at 
a  place  called  Elk  Heart,  some  distance  below.  He,  as 
well  as  most  of  the  people  on  this  route,  had  been  kind, 
and  had  shown  a  disposition  to  assist  me  whenever  I 
had  need  of  anything.  On  this  journey  I  stopped  at 
Elk  Heart,  at  the  house  of  the  agent ;  and  though  he 
was  not  at  home,  I  had  my  horse  fed,  and  obtained  all 
I  required  free  of  expense.  On  the  following  day  I  met 
the  agent  on  his  way  home  from  Fort  Clark,  and  told 
him  of  the  hospitable  reception  I  had  met  at  his  house 
in  his  absence.  He  was  glad  to  hear  of  this,  and  he 
told  me  I  should  soon  come  to  a  bad  river  to  cross ; 
“  but,”  he  said,  “  there  is  a  boat  now  on  this  side,  in 
which  I  have  just  crossed.  The  man  to  whom  it  be¬ 
longs  lives  on  the  other  side.  You  must  use  the  boat 
to  cross,  and  then  tell  him  to  take  it  around  to  the  other 
river,  which  is  beyond  his  house,  and  cross  that,  and  I 
will  pay  him  for  his  trouble.” 

I  crossed  accordingly,  and  found  the  man  at  his 
house.  He  seemed  very  much  struck  by  my  horse,  and 
offered  to  buy  it  from  me.  I  told  him  the  horse  was 
necessary  for  my  journey,  and  I  could  by  no  means 
part  with  it.  Still  he  insisted,  and  as  much  as  said  he 
was  determined  to  have  it  from  me.  He  offered  a 
larger  price,  and  said  unless  I  would  let  him  have  the 
horse,  I  should  not  have  his  boat  to  cross  the  river.  He 
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then  began  to  bully  and  abuse  me ;  but  all  he  could  say 
or  do  would  not  induce  me  to  consent.  The  boat  had 
been  taken  round  to  the  river  I  had  to  cross  for  the  use 
of  some  other  person,  and  I  started  off,  expecting  to  find 
it  there. 

On  my  way  to  the  ferry  I  met  the  man  on  horseback. 
He  had  gone  quickly  by  another  way,  and  now,  on 
meeting  me,  said,  “  I  have  taken  away  the  canoe,  and 
you  cannot  cross.”  Without  regarding  this,  I  went  on, 
and  when  I  arrived  I  found  that  the  canoe  was  indeed 
gone,  and  there  were  no  logs  or  other  materials  to  con¬ 
struct  a  raft,  which  I  was  ready  to  do  rather  than  go 
back.  At  last  I  reflected  that  if  he  had  hidden  the 
canoe,  as  was  most  probably  the  case,  his  track  would 
lead  me  to  the  place.  Then  going  back  to  the  road,  at 
some  distance  from  the  river,  I  found  his  track  coming 
to  it.  This  I  followed  until  I  found  the  canoe,  a  con¬ 
siderable  distance  below  the  ferry.  Taking  it  to  the 
crossing  place,  I  went  over,  and  when  the  canoe  had 
served  its  purpose,  I  pushed  it  into  the  stream,  and  said 
to  it,  “  Now  go,  and  stay  where  your  covetous,  ill-con¬ 
ditioned  master  hides  you.”  On  reaching  Chicago,  I 
had  to  sell  the  horse  for  much  less  than  its  value,  being 
told  I  could  not  take  it  to  Mackinac  except  at  great 
expense,  so  I  had  to  make  my  way  there  on  foot. 

A  principal  part  of  my  design  in  now  going  to  Mac¬ 
kinac  was  to  engage  myself  to  Colonel  Boyd,  the  Indian 
agent  there,  as  an  interpreter,  he  having  formerly  ex¬ 
pressed  a  wish  that  I  should  do  so,  whenever  I  had 
recovered  and  acquired  such  a  knowledge  of  English  as 
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would  qualify  me  to  discharge  the  duties  of  that  office. 
This  I  had  done  in  much  less  time  than  I  had  expected, 
while  among  my  relatives  and  friends.  It  was,  there¬ 
fore,  a  great  disappointment  when  Colonel  Boyd  told 
me  that  I  was  a  little  too  late,  as  he  had  then  only 
recently  engaged  a  man  to  fill  the  place.  He  informed 
me,  however,  that  an  agent  to  be  stationed  at  Sault  de 
St.  Marie  was  expected  immediately,  and  thought  that 
I  might  obtain  the  situation  of  interpreter  for  him. 
Mr.  Schoolcraft,  the  gentleman  referred  to,  arrived 
shortly  after  at  Mackinac,  and  he  readily  entertained  my 
proposal.  But  he  said  he  could  not  fix  until  he  knew 
what  arrangements  had  been  made  at  Sault  de  St. 
Marie.  He  told  me  to  follow  him  in  three  or  four  days, 
he  himself  staying  only  a  few  hours  at  Mackinac.  I 
made  some  preparations,  and  was  nearly  ready  to  start, 
when  a  letter  came  from  Mr.  Schoolcraft,  saying  that  he 
found  an  interpreter  at  the  Sault,  and  therefore  did  not 
require  my  services.  It  was  a  great  disappointment,  but 
could  not  be  helped.  This  was  the  first  time  I  saw  a 
man  whose  name  has  since  become  known  everywhere 
as  a  friend  to  the  Indians,  and  whom  afterwards  I 
served  for  many  years  as  interpreter.  But  I  had  some 
trials  and  adventures  to  pass  through  before  obtaining 
the  employment  on  which  I  had  set  my  mind. 

Being  now  without  employment,  I  engaged  to  Mr, 
Stewart,  agent  of  the  American  Fur  Company,  to  go 
with  the  traders  into  the  Indian  country.  This  I  pre¬ 
ferred  to  remaining  with  the  agent  at  Mackinac,  though 
he  proposed,  as  he  had  once  before  done,  to  hire  me  for 
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a  striker  at  his  smith’s  shop.  My  health  was  now  re¬ 
stored,  and  an  active  life  was  more  in  accordance  with 
my  present  feelings.  For  my  services  with  the  people 
of  the  American  Fur  Company  I  was  to  receive  two 
hundred  and  twenty-five  dollars  a  year. 

I  went  to  the  Sault  de  St.  Marie  with  Mr.  Morrison, 
one  of  the  company’s  principal  clerks.  Thence  they 
sent  me  in  a  boat  with  some  Frenchmen  to  Fond  du 
Lac.  I  was  unacquainted  with  the  usages  of  these 
people,  and  should  have  suffered,  and  perhaps  perished, 
for  want  of  provisions,  not  knowing  I  had  to  provide 
them,  had  I  not  purchased  some  occasionally  from  the 
boat’s  crew.  From  Fond  du  Lac  I  went  to  Rainy  Lake 
with  Mr.  Cote ;  but  my  ignorance  of  the  business  to 
which  I  had  engaged  myself  exposed  me  to  much  in¬ 
convenience.  I  had  some  traps  with  me,  with  which  I 
took  a  considerable  number  of  musk-rats  ;  but  I  was 
not  less  surprised  than  displeased  when  told  that  what 
I  had  taken  with  my  own  traps  did  not  belong  to  me. 
I  was  not  only  compelled  to  give  these  up,  but  I  was 
made  to  paddle  by  myself  a  canoe  heavily  laden  with 
wild  rice,  and  to  submit  to  various  other  laborious  em¬ 
ployments,  which  I  did  very  reluctantly,  supposing  that 
I  had  been  engaged  only  as  a  hunter. 

When  we  arrived  at  Rainy  Lake,  I  went  to  hunt,  but 
killed  nothing,  finding  no  game  there  at  the  time.  Soon 
afterwards  they  sent  me  to  Lake  River,  and  before  the 
ice  had  formed  so  as  to  put  an  end  to  fishing,  I  had 
taken  a  large  number  of  sturgeons.  When  winter  com¬ 
menced,  Mr.  Cote  sent  me,  along  with  one  clerk  and  four 
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Frenchmen,  with  a  small  outfit  of  goods,  in  value  about 
a  hundred  and  sixty  dollars,  to  trade  among  the  In¬ 
dians.  We  were  furnished  with  no  other  food  than  wild 
rice,  at  the  rate  of  eighteen  quarts  per  man,  and  in¬ 
structed  not  to  return  till  we  had  exchanged  all  our 
goods  for  peltries.  As  I  knew  we  should  have  to  travel 
far  before  we  found  the  Indians,  I  requested  of  Mr. 
Cote  permission  to  remain  while  I  could  prepare  a  train 
and  harness  for  two  dogs  which  I  had  procured,  and 
also  snow-shoes  for  ourselves,  but  he  would  not  hear  of 
a  moment’s  delay  in  our  departure. 

Four  days  after  we  started  a  heavy  snow  fell,  and  our 
wild  rice  being  nearly  all  expended,  the  clerk  and  three 
of  the  Frenchmen  left  me,  and  returned  to  the  fort. 
There  was  now  only  myself  and  one  Frenchman  named 
Veiage,  who,  however,  was  a  hardy,  patient,  and  most 
excellent  man,  and  we  struggled  on  through  the  snow 
with  our  heavy  loads  as  best  we  could. 

After  some  days,  and  when  we  were  extremely  re¬ 
duced  through  want  of  provision,  we  found  some  lodges 
of  Indians,  but  they  were  poor  ;  and  having  only  a  small 
supply  of  dried  food,  were  in  an  almost  starving  condi¬ 
tion.  I  left  Veiage  with  them,  and  with  a  small  portion 
of  the  goods  I  pushed  forward  in  quest  of  another  en¬ 
campment,  which  they  told  me  was  at  no  great  distance. 
I  found  the  Indians  here  in  no  better  condition.  On 
my  return  to  the  place  where  I  had  left  my  companion, 
I  found  the  lodges  had  been  removed,  and  no  person 
was  to  be  seen.  My  strength  was  exhausted,  and  I  sat 
down  in  a  state  of  great  depression.  The  night  wa^ 
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coming  on,  and  I  was  afraid  I  should  perish  with  cold 
and  hunger,  when  one  of  the  Indians  appeared,  who  had 
come  to  the  place  of  the  camp  to  look  at  some  traps  he 
had  set.  He  lighted  a  fire,  and,  having  raised  me  up, 
he  assisted  me  to  the  place  where  they  had  made  their 
encampment.  He  had  taken  one  beaver,  and  this  was 
now  to  be  divided  among  about  twenty  persons,  all  of 
whom  were  in  a  nearly  starving  condition.  I  found 
that  the  Indians  had  been  joined  by  two  other  lodges, 
one  of  which  was  that  of  one  who  knew  me  well.  His 
wife  began  to  ciy  when  she  saw  the  extreme  misery  of 
my  condition  on  arrival,  so  much  was  I  reduced  and 
changed  by  hunger  and  fatigue.  I  heard  from  them 
something  about  my  Indian  family,  at  least  about  my 
son  and  one  of  my  daughters,  who  were  with  a  band 
near  the  Red  River. 

The  following  day  six  Frenchmen  came  upon  us, 
having  been  sent  forward  by  Mr.  Cote,  who  no  doubt 
supposed  that  I  had  found  buffalo,  and  must  by  this 
time  have  meat  in  abundance.  The  clerk  and  the  three 
others  had  not  arrived  before  they  left.  We  were  now 
in  a  starving  condition.  One  of  my  dogs  died  and  was 
eaten.  A  day  or  two  after  we  killed  and  ate  my  second 
dog.  With  bones,  old  moccasins,  and  pieces  of  leather, 
we  had  a  struggle  to  sustain  life.  It  was  necessary  to 
make  some  move  promptly,  and  I  resolved  to  push  on 
towards  the  buffalo  region.  As  we  had  a  considerable 
distance  to  travel  before  we  could  reach  it,  we  consulted 
together,  and  determined  to  kill  one  of  the  Fur  Com¬ 
pany’s  dogs  of  the  goods  train.  We  did  this,  and  were 
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enabled,  on  the  strength  of  it,  to  reach  the  buffalo 
ground,  where  our  distress  soon  was  ended.  I  killed 
several,  and  we  laid  up  a  good  supply  of  meat  in  our 
camp.  The  Frenchmen,  however,  after  their  pressure 
was  relieved,  became  lazy  and  insolent,  and  refused  to 
go  to  bring  in  the  meat,  to  carry  packs,  or  render  me  as 
a  hunter  any  assistance  whatever.  When  we  were  about 
to  return  to  the  trading-house,  every  one  of  these  men 
refused  to  take  any  load  beyond  his  own  blanket  and 
provisions,  except  Veiage,  and  with  him  I  divided  the 
peltries  which  we  had  obtained  gradually  for  our  goods. 
They  weighed  in  all  six  hundred  pounds.  We  were 
delayed  a  good  while  in  carrying  this  heavy  load  to  the 
fort. 

When  I  arrived  I  accounted  for  my  whole  outfit  and 
advances,  having  peltries  in  exchange  for  every  article 
I  had  taken,  except  some  powder  and  shot,  which  we 
had  ourselves  expended  in  hunting.  The  price  of  this 
was  deducted  from  my  pay,  in  my  final  settlement 
with  the  agent  of  the  American  Fur  Company.  Ten 
dollars  also  were  deducted  for  the  dog  we  had  killed 
in  the  extremity  of  our  hunger,  although  it  had  been 
the  means  of  saving  not  my  life  only,  but  that  of  the 
Frenchmen  who  were  with  me.  But  Mr.  Cote  did  not 
consider  my  return  a  good  one,  and  complained  of  me 
for  having  refused  to  take  whisky  with  my  outfit.  I 
told  him  that  if  I  had  taken  whisky  I  could  certainly 
have  obtained  a  greater  quantity  of  peltries,  but  I  was 
averse  to  trading  with  the  Indians  when  under  the  in¬ 
fluence  of  drink,  and  did  not  wish  to  be  one,  on  any 
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occasion,  or  for  any  profit,  to  introduce  what  was  so 
hurtful  amongst  them.  He  was  determined,  however, 
to  send  me  out  again,  and  in  deference  to  his  very 
urgent  appeals  I  agreed  to  conform  only  for  this  once 
to  his  instructions,  which  were,  “to  use  every  method 
to  procure  the  greatest  possible  quantity  of  skins  at  the 
lowest  price.”  He  said  that  his  own  position,  as  well  as 
the  prosperity  of  the  company,  depended  on  a  good 
return  at  this  time.  He  insisted  therefore  that  I  should 
take  whisky,  and  I  did  so,  although  reluctantly. 

This  time  I  went  to  the  country  about  the  Lake  of 
the  Woods,  and  with  an  outfit  valued  at  two  hundred 
dollars  I  purchased,  through  whisky,  more  than  double 
the  number  of  peltries  I  had  brought  in  before.  Mr. 
Cote  expressed  the  highest  satisfaction  at  my  success ; 
but  I  told  him  if  he  wished  his  goods  sold  in  that 
way  he  must  employ  some  other  person,  as  I  could 
never  again  consent  to  take  part  in  such  fraud  and 
wrong.  I  had  been  so  long  among  the  Indians  that 
many  of  them  were  personally  my  friends,  and  having 
seen  the  extent  of  the  mischiefs  occasioned  by  the  in¬ 
troduction  of  intoxicating  liquors,  I  had  become  desir¬ 
ous  to  prevent  it  as  far  as  in  my  power ;  at  least  I 
was  not  willing  to  be  myself  an  instrument  in  spreading 
such  poison  among  them.  I  could  not  use  the  advan¬ 
tage  to  be  gained  by  their  unconquerable  appetite  for 
drink  in  bargaining  with  them  ;  and  I  knew  that  though 
they  might  be  easily  defrauded,  the  fraud  thus  practised 
was  soon  known  to  them,  and  would  be  followed  by 
resentment  and  dislike  in  proportion  as  they  were  made 
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to  suffer ;  more  particularly  against  me,  whom  they 
looked  upon  as  one  of  their  own  number.  Mr.  Cote 
seemed  annoyed,  but  he  saw  that  I  was  in  earnest  in 
what  I  said. 

I  remained  altogether  fifteen  months  in  the  employ 
of  the  American  Fur  Company,  during  all  which  time 
I  did  not  sleep  twenty  times  in  the  house,  so  active  and 
laborious  were  my  duties.  It  had  been  an  item  in  my 
agreement  with  Mr.  Stewart  that  I  should  be  allowed  to 
go  to  Red  River  to  see  my  children,  and  make  an  at¬ 
tempt  to  bring  them  out  with  me.  Accordingly,  when 
the  traders  were  about  to  make  their  yearly  visit  to 
Mackinac,  I  was  allowed  to  go  by  myself ;  but  having 
been  disappointed  of  moccasins  and  other  articles  that 
had  been  promised  me  by  Mr.  Cote,  I  suffered  much 
inconvenience,  travelling  as  I  did  in  a  small  canoe  by 
myself. 

Mr.  Clark,  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay  Company,  who  was 
now  stationed  at  Red  River,  and  to  whom  I  had  a 
letter,  refused  to  give  me  any  assistance  in  recovering 
my  children.  He  told  me  what  I  knew  very  well,  that 
Indians  whose  wives  had  left  them  take  no  thought 
about  the  children.  This  is  true  in  general,  but  I  had 
now  a  higher  motive  in  wishing  to  get  my  children,  so 
as  to  bring  them  under  better  influences  than  they  were 
exposed  to  among  those  who  were  untaught  and  with¬ 
out  any  restraint  on  their  evil  passions.  I  did  not  ex¬ 
pect  Mr.  Clark  to  have  any  of  this  feeling,  so  I  said 
nothing  to  him  about  it.  In  the  morning  when  I 
arrived  there  I  had  left  my  blanket  in  his  house,  ex- 
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pecting  at  least  that  I  might  sleep  there  ;  but  when  at 
the  approach  of  night  I  was  about  to  go  in,  he  sent  the 
blanket  out  to  me.  From  the  manner  in  which  this 
was  done  I  knew  if  I  went  in  again  it  would  only  be  to 
be  driven  out,  and  I  went  immediately  to  select  a  place 
to  sleep  in  the  woods  at  a  little  distance.  But  Mr. 
Bruce,  the  interpreter  whom  I  have  before  mentioned, 
saw  me,  and  calling  me  into  his  lodge  invited  me  to 
remain,  and  while  I  did  so  treated  me  in  the  most 
friendly  and  hospitable  manner.  Knowing  that  I  had 
no  reason  to  expect  any  assistance  from  Mr.  Clark, 
who  was  soon  to  leave  the  country,  I  went  to  Captain 
Bulger,  the  military  commandant,  to  state  my  business, 
and  received  from  him  a  most  attentive  and  friendly 
hearing.  He  first  asked  me  where  I  had  slept,  as  he 
knew  I  had  arrived  the  day  before.  When  he  heard 
that  I  had  been  refused  a  lodging  in  the  trading-house, 
he  invited  me  to  come  and  live  with  him  as  long  as  I 
remained  there.  He  knew  also  of  my  business  to  the 
country,  and  asked  me  if  I  could  tell  where  my  children 
were.  I  had  ascertained  that  they  were  now  with  some 
Indians  about  the  Prairie  Portage,  and  told  him  so.  I 
did  not,  however,  tell  him  what  some  of  the  Indians 
about  the  fort  had  made  known  to  me,  that  those  of 
the  band  with  whom  my  children  were  had  heard  of  my 
arrival,  and  were  determined  to  kill  me  if  I  should 
attempt  to  take  my  children  from  them. 

Notwithstanding  this  information  I  visited  that  band 
as  soon  as  I  could  make  the  journey,  and  went  straight 
to  the  lodge  of  the  chief,  who  received  me  kindly.  He 
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did  not  appear  to  know  anything  about  what  had 
brought  me.  When  I  discovered  the  lodge  where  my 
children  were  they  appeared  at  first  pleased  to  see  me, 
but  I  soon  perceived  that  they  had  no  real  feeling  to¬ 
wards  me,  and  also  that  the  Indians  had  no  intention 
of  allowing  me  to  take  them  away.  There  was  one 
man  there  with  whom  I  had  a  quarrel  long  before,  and 
who  now  treated  me  with  some  insolence,  and  even 
used  threatening  language.  After  having  been  hospit¬ 
ably  received  by  the  chief  of  the  band,  they  probably 
were  afraid  to  carry  out  their  hostile  purposes,  but  I 
did  not  put  myself  too  much  in  their  power.  Being 
alone  I  could  accomplish  no  more  at  present  that  in¬ 
duce  the  chief  to  remove  his  camp  nearer  to  the  fort 
at  Red  River. 

After  they  were  encamped  here,  thinking  that  it  was 
likely  that  violence  would  be  attempted  by  them,  I 
asked  to  be  allowed  to  take  the  children,  but  they  at 
once  refused  to  give  them  up.  The  same  man,  along 
with  a  younger  one,  who  I  afterwards  found  was 
attached  to  my  daughter,  were  the  most  forward  in  op¬ 
posing  me.  The  dispute  rose  to  such  a  height  that  it 
was  with  the  utmost  difficulty  I  restrained  myself  from 
striking  one  of  these  men,  although  my  own  death 
would  have  followed  had  I  killed  one  of  them.  I 
thought  it  best  to  report  to  Captain  Bulger  the  state  of 
matters.  He  sent  Mr.  Bruce  to  call  my  children  into 
the  fort.  They  came  accordingly,  and  stood  before  his 
house,  but  with  ten  or  twelve  Indians  accompanying 
them,  who  were  careful  to  stand  near  on  each  side  of 
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them.  The  captain  ordered  my  children  to  have  some 
food  brought  for  them,  he  himself  having  just  then 
eaten.  The  Indians  snatched  the  food  away,  leaving 
them  not  a  mouthful.  A  loaf  of  bread  was  brought,  but 
went  in  the  same  way.  Captain  Bulger  saw  this  second 
act  of  rapacity,  and  made  the  children  be  taken  to  a 
store-house  where  they  were  made  to  sit  down  and  get 
some  food.  The  Indians  said  again  that  the  children 
could  not  be  taken  from  them,  and  they  returned  to  the 
camp. 

Next  day  Captain  Bulger  called  the  chief  to  come  to 
have  a  council  in  the  fort  on  this  matter.  He  came, 
and  the  other  principal  men  of  the  band,  including  my 
two  enemies.  The  chief  himself  had  evidently  no  feel¬ 
ing  in  the  case,  and  when  we  all  went  into  the  council 
room,  he  came  and  sat  with  Captain  Bulger  and  myself, 
thereby  placing  the  men  who  were  principally  active 
in  detaining  them  as  if  separate  from  himself  in  the 
dispute. 

Presents  of  considerable  value  were  brought  in  and 
placed  on  the  floor  between  the  two  parties,  and  then 
Captain  Bulger  said  to  the  Indians  that  he  desired  to 
speak  what  was  just  and  reasonable,  and  the  pipe  full  of 
tobacco  between  them  was  to  show  that  he  had  friendly 
feeling,  as  long  as  they  listened  to  his  words.  Then  he 
appealed  to  them,  saying  that  I  asked  in  the  name  of 
the  Great  Spirit,  who  gave  these  children  to  me,  that 
they  should  deliver  them  up,  and  take  the  presents  now 
before  them  as  a  memorial  of  the  good-will  subsisting 
between  him  and  them.  The  Indians  began  to  deliber- 
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ate,  and  perceiving  apparently  that  the  commandant 
had  a  considerable  armed  force  at  hand,  they  were  pru¬ 
dent  in  their  reply,  and  accepted  the  presents,  promising 
to  surrender  the  children. 

Next  morning  all  the  Indians  had  disappeared  from 
the  neighbourhood.  I  saw  it  was  useless  to  make  any 
further  attempts  at  that  time.  Not  long  after  I  was 
engaged  by  Colonel  Boyd  as  interpreter  at  Mackinac, 
where  I  remained  till  the  summer  of  1828,  when  I  paid 
a  visit  to  the  States.  On  returning  to  the  north  in  the 
following  year  I  was  employed  by  Mr.  Schoolcraft, 
Indian  Agent  at  the  Sault  de  St.  Marie,  and  continued 
with  him  for  some  years  as  his  interpreter. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


Here  ends  the  narrative  of  Grey  Hawk’s  life  as  a 
hunter.  In  the  duties  of  an  interpreter  there  is  little 
scope  for  incident  or  adventure.  How  long  he  resided 
at  the  Sault  de  St.  Marie ;  when  he  returned  to  the 
south  ;  and  the  date  or  circumstances  of  his  death,  we 
have  been  unable  to  learn.  Only  a  few  things  are 
mentioned  about  him  after  entering  on  the  new  employ¬ 
ment  which  he  had  long  desired  to  obtain.  He  made 
some  further  effort  to  induce  his  daughters  to  come  to 
him,  but  without  result.  His  son,  as  he  grew  older, 
remained  attached  to  the  life  in  which  he  had  been 
trained  as  a  hunter.  The  family  associations  of  Grey 
Hawk  may  therefore  pass  out  of  notice,  but  many 
readers  may  like  to  be  told  something  about  the  people 
and  the  places  most  prominent  in  the  latter  part  of  the 
narrative. 

Let  us  begin  with  Henry  L.  Schoolcraft,  in  whose 
employment  we  have  left  Grey  Hawk  at  the  close  of  his 
personal  narrative.  Born  in  1793,  a  son  of  Colonel 
Lawrence  Schoolcraft,  of  the  army  of  the  Revolution,  he 
early  showed  a  taste  for  geographical  exploration  and 
archaeological  research.  In  1822  his  services  were 
engaged  as  Government  agent  for  Indian  affairs  on 
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the  north-west  frontiers.  For  twenty  years  he  resided 
at  Michitimackinac  and  at  Sault  de  St.  Marie,  and 
in  all  spent  thirty  years  among  the  Indians ;  making 
many  journeys  also,  in  which  he  had  abundant  oppor¬ 
tunity  for  studying  the  history,  traditions,  languages, 
and  customs  of  various  tribes.  He  published  many 
treatises  and  volumes,  a  full  list  of  which  occupies 
above  two  pages  of  Allibone’s  “  Dictionary  of  Authors.” 
The  most  important  works  are  “  Personal  Memoirs 
of  a  Residence  of  Thirty  Years  with  the  Indian 
Tribes,”  published  in  1851,  a  large  volume  of  700 
pages ;  and  “  Historical  and  Statistical  Collections,”  on 
the  same  subject,  published  in  five  quarto  volumes  at 
the  expense  of  the  American  Government,  1857-8. 
The  Chevalier  Bunsen  praises  this  work  highly,  but 
Baron  Humboldt  thought  it  a  crude  and  not  very  useful 
compilation.  The  truth  is  that  Mr.  Schoolcraft  gathered 
very  many  and  varied  materials,  but  did  not  show  much 
skill  in  arranging  them,  or  in  drawing  general  con¬ 
clusions  from  the  miscellaneous  facts  recorded  by  him. 
The  poet  Longfellow  speaks  of  “  The  various  and  valu¬ 
able  writings  of  Mr.  Schoolcraft,  to  whom  we  are  much 
indebted  for  the  indefatigable  zeal  shown  in  rescuing 
from  oblivion  so  much  of  the  legendary  lore  of  the 
Indians.” 

Mr.  Schoolcraft  was  twice  married,  his  first  wife,  Miss 
Johnston,  being  the  granddaughter  of  Waboojing,  a  well 
known  chief  of  Lake  Superior. 

The  tone  of  Mr.  Schoolcraft’s  works  may  be  gathered 
from  the  following  brief  extracts;  “My  earliest  im- 
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pressions  of  the  Indian  race,”  he  says,  “  were  drawn 
from  the  fireside  rehearsals  of  incidents  which  had 
happened  during  the  perilous  times  of  the  American 
Revolution,  and  were  all  inseparably  connected  with  the 
fearful  ideas  of  the  Indian  yell,  the  tomahawk,  the 
scalping  knife,  and  the  fire-brand.  In  these  recitals  the 
Indian  was  depicted  as  the  very  impersonation  of  evil,  a 
sort  of  wild  demon,  who  delighted  in  nothing  so  much 
as  blood  and  murder.  Whether  he  had  mind,  was 
governed  by  any  reason,  or  even  had  any  soul,  nobody 
inquired  and  nobody  cared.  It  was  always  represented 
as  a  meritorious  act,  in  old  revolutionary  reminiscences, 
to  have  killed  one  of  them  in  the  border  wars,  and  thus 
aided  in  ridding  the  land  of  a  cruel  and  unnatural  race, 
in  whom  all  feelings  of  pity,  justice,  and  mercy  were 
supposed  to  be  obliterated.  Those  early  ideas  were  sus¬ 
tained  by  printed  narratives  of  captivity  and  hair¬ 
breadth  escapes  of  men  and  women  from  their  clutches, 
so  that  I  had  early  a  most  definite  and  terrific  idea  im¬ 
pressed  on  my  imagination  of  the  Indian  race. 

“Fortunately  I  was  still  young  when  my  sphere  of 
observation  was  enlarged  by  my  obtaining  a  situation  as 
Government  agent  to  one  of  the  leading  tribes,  at  an 
age  when  opinions  are  not  too  firmly  rooted  to  permit 
change.  At  first  I  still  looked  upon  them  as  dangerous 
and  bloodthirsty  people,  who  were  only  waiting  a  good 
opportunity  to  knock  one  on  the  head.  But  I  soon  had 
good  reason  to  change  my  opinions.  I  need  not  here 
detail  the  steps  by  which  I  arrived  at  conclusions 
directly  adverse  to  those  I  formerly  held,  and  which 
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are  still  commonly  received.  Having  been  placed  in 
varied  scenes  and  circumstances,  during  four  and  twenty 
years’  residence  and  travel  among  these  people,  I  became 
familiar  with  their  life  and  character.  With  numbers  of 
them  I  have  formed  an  intimate  acquaintance,  and  with 
not  a  few  I  have  contracted  a  lasting  friendship.  Con¬ 
nected  with  them  by  the  exercise  of  official  duties,  and 
by  closer  relationship,  I  came  to  be  regarded  by  them 
as  one  identified  with  their  history,  and  received  many 
marks  of  their  confidence.  If  what  I  have  written  about 
them  shall  afford  the  public  any  means  of  judging  of  the 
Red  Race  with  greater  accuracy,  I  hope  it  may  lead  to 
their  being  treated  with  greater  kindness,  and  a  more 
enlarged  spirit  of  justice.  The  change  which  has  been 
wrought  in  my  own  mind  by  the  facts  I  have  witnessed, 
has  been  accompanied  by  a  still  more  important  one,  as 
to  their  intellectual  capacities  and  moral  susceptibilities, 
and  their  consequent  claims  on  the  philanthropy  of  the 
age.” 

The  generous  appeal  thus  made  has  been  since  amply 
responded  to,  both  by  the  conduct  of  the  American  and 
British  Governments  toward  the  Indians,  and  by  the 
beneficent  labours  of  the  Christian  churches.  Mr. 
Schoolcraft  himself  lived  to  see  remarkable  chancres  in 
the  condition  of  almost  all  the  principal  tribes.  Here 
is  what  he  records  as  to  the  state  of  the  Choctaws  even 
forty  years  ago:  “The  Choctaws,”  he  says,  “occupy 
the  country  above  the  State  of  Arkansas,  extending 
from  the  Arkansas  to  the  Red  River,  following  up  the 
Canadian  branch  of  the  former,  comprising  an  area  of 
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about  150  miles  in  breadth  by  200  in  length.  They  are 
bounded  by  Texas  south-west.  The  country  is  well 
adapted  for  grain  and  the  raising  of  stock  in  its  middle 
and  northern  parts,  and  for  cotton  on  the  south.  Many 
of  the  natives  have  large  fields,  where  but  a  few  years 
since  the  forest  was  untouched.  Saw  mills,  grist  mills, 
and  cotton  gins  are  erected  or  being  erected  throughout 
the  country. 

“  The  tribe  is  governed  by  a  written  constitution  and 
laws.  Their  territory  is  divided  into  three  districts, 
each  of  which  elects,  once  in  four  years,  a  ruling  chief, 
and  ten  representatives.  The  general  council,  thus 
constituted,  consisting  of  thirty  councillors,  meets  an¬ 
nually.  Voters  must  be  Choctaws  of  age,  and  residents 
of  the  district.  The  three  chiefs  have  a  joint  veto 
power  on  all  laws  passed  ;  but  two-thirds  of  the  council 
may  repass  them  after  such  rejection.  The  councillors 
elect  their  own  speaker  and  clerk,  and  keep  a  journal. 
They  meet  in  a  large  and  commodious  council-house, 
fixed  up  with  seats  for  members  and  spectators,  and 
committee  rooms.  In  addition  to  this  evidence  of 
capacity  for  self-government,  there  are  judicial  districts 
established,  the  trial  by  jury  is  secured,  and  there  is  an 
appeal  to  the  highest  tribunal.  The  council  has  passed 
many  good  and  wholesome  laws  ;  among  them  one 
against  intemperance  and  the  sale  of  ardent  spirits. 

“  The  Choctaws  have  twelve  public  schools,  an 
academy,  and  other  educational  appliances.  There  are 
several  missionaries  and  ministers  settled  among  them. 

Similar  reports  have  been  given  of  other  tribes,  and  the 
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progress,  since  Mr.  Schoolcraft’s  time,  is  such  as  would 
rejoice  so  warm  a  friend  of  the  race.  In  Canada  the 
condition  of  the  settled  tribes  is  even  more  satisfactory 
than  in  the  United  States.  The  large  body  of  the  Red 
Men  have  long  since  been  within  the  pale  of  civilization, 
and  even  among  the  nomadic  and  remote  tribes  there 
has  been  great  progress  in  moral  and  social  state,  even 
where  they  still  adhere  to  their  old  occupations  and 
modes  of  life.  The  wars  of  other  times  are  no  more 
heard  of,  and  the  young  men  employ  themselves  in 
hunting  and  trading.  At  the  trading  stations  intoxi¬ 
cating  drink  is  no  longer  allowed,  and  the  violence  and 
crimes  formerly  due  to  this  source  are  now  rarer  than 
in  lands  that  boast  of  their  civilization. 

The  regions  which  were  the  chief  scenes  of  Indian 
life  in  the  story  of  “Grey  Hawk,”  are  those  now  in¬ 
cluded  in  the  rising  province  of  Manitoba.  The 
country  round  the  great  lakes  of  British  North 
America,  Winnipeg,  and  the  Lake  of  the  Woods,  is 
now  passing  from  a  desert  condition,  the  resort  only  of 
wandering  hunters,  to  be  the  home  of  emigrant  settlers, 
and  the  starting-place  for  a  new  imperial  dominion.  In 
the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  these  lakes  there  are 
districts  of  rock  and  forest  and  swamp,  but  beyond 
this,  from  the  Lake  of  the  Woods  west  to  the  foot  of 
the  Rocky  Mountains,  there  is  a  land  of  spreading 
prairies  and  fertile  plains,  a  land  equal  in  extent  to  the 
United  States  west  of  the  Mississippi.  The  fertile  belt 
of  the  North  Saskatchewan,  reaching  from  the  Red 
River  to  the  Rocky  Mountains,  is  estimated  to  embrace 
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250,000,000  acres  of  rich  agricultural  land,  capable  of 
sustaining  millions  of  people,  and  destined  to  help  the 
supply  of  food  for  older  countries.  It  is  a  well-known 
fact  that  wheat  is  produced  in  the  greatest  abundance 
and  perfection  in  the  highest  latitudes  that  permit  it 
to  come  to  maturity,  and  in  accordance  with  this, 
samples  have  been  shown  equal  in  appearance  to  Min¬ 
nesota  hard,  esteemed  a  champion  grain,  and  weighing 
sixty-eight  pounds  to  the  bushel,  raised  at  Fort  Ver¬ 
milion  on  the  Peace  River,  at  nearly  6o°  north  latitude, 
1500  miles  north-west  from  Fort  Garry.  From  Fort 
Vermilion  south  to  Emerson,  on  the  boundary  line  of 
the  United  States,  the  distance  is  as  great  as  from 
Chicago  to  Florida.  These  North-West  Provinces,  with 
many  other  resources  and  capabilities,  will  prove  above 
all  a  great  cereal  growing  region.  The  wheat  of  Mani¬ 
toba  is  the  best  in  the  American  market,  and  the  average 
yield  is  nearer  forty  than  thirty  bushels  per  acre. 

This  is  the  country  which  the  Canadian  Pacific  Rail¬ 
way  is  opening  up  to  the  world.  At  the  time  when  Irish 
famine  and  distress  attracted  great  notice,  thousands 
and  thousands  of  cultivators  vainly  trying  to  live  upon 
patches  of  ground  of  a  few  acres,  unfit  to  support  a 
family,  even  if  there  were  no  rent  or  other  outlay,  the 
president  of  this  railway  wrote  a  letter  in  the  Times , 
saying  that  if  10,000  of  these  poor  Irish  farmers,  with 
their  families,  50,000  in  all,  could  be  sent  out  in 
summer  at  the  expense  of  Government,  every  family 
could  be  provided  with  160  acres  of  the  very  best 
quality  of  farming  land  free  of  cost !  Arrangements 
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could  be  made  with  the  railway,  land,  and  colonization 
companies  interested  in  the  settlement  of  the  country, 
by  which  each  of  these  men  would  be  advanced  the 
capital  necessary  to  build  a  small  house,  and  to  give 
him  a  new  start  in  life.  All  this  is  mentioned  now 
because  in  a  few  years  the  country  will  doubtless  be 
densely  settled,  and  we  are  pointing  out  the  contrast 
from  the  time  of  our  story,  when  there  were  only 
Indians  wandering  over  these  wide  regions,  and  no 
fixed  settlements  existed  except  the  trading  post  of 
the  Fur  Companies.  These  companies  occupy  a  large 
place  in  the  history  of  Canada,  as  they  do  in  the  present 
tale.  A  few  words  may  be  introduced  about  them. 

The  Hudson  Bay  Company  was  organized  in  1670, 
under  a  royal  charter  given  by  Charles  II.,  granting 
it  all  the  lands  drained  by  streams  flowing  into  Hudson 
Bay,  for  the  purpose  of  trading  with  the  Indians. 
Gradually  the  power  of  the  company  grew  till  it 
exercised  a  right  of  almost  dominion  over  nearly  half 
the  North  American  continent.  In  the  last  half  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  many  French  Canadian  traders 
occupied  portions  of  the  territory,  especially  about  Lake 
Winnipeg  and  the  Lake  of  the  Woods.  In  1783,  the 
North-West  Company  was  formed,  and  in  these  dis¬ 
tricts  proved  a  formidable  rival  to  the  Hudson  Bay 
Company,  though  possessing  no  territorial  or  chartered 
rights.  The  servants  of  the  rival  traders  were  in  con¬ 
stant  opposition,  breaking  out  from  time  to  time  in 
violent  conflicts,  in  which  the  Indians  sometimes  be¬ 
came  involved.  This  state  of  affairs  is  referred  to  in 
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our  story.  The  Earl  of  Selkirk,  a  director  of  the 
Hudson  Bay  Company  went  out,  in  18  n,  to  examine 
the  country,  and  to  endeavour  to  arrange  the  disputes 
that  were  then  disturbing  the  traders.  He  failed  to 
effect  this,  but  he  thought  that  the  Red  River  would 
be  a  suitable  place  for  emigrants.  Obtaining  a  grant 
of  land  he  brought  out  a  colony  of  Scottish  highlanders, 
who  settled  near  the  present  site  of  Winnipeg.  It  was 
a  good  idea,  but  apparently  before  the  time,  for  the 
settlement  was  never  a  thriving  one,  partly  from  the 
hostility  of  the  traders,  and  partly  from  unsuccessful 
farming.  Some  of  them,  however,  held  their  ground, 
and  in  1821  the  worst  of  their  troubles  were  over, 
through  the  amalgamation  of  the  North-West  and 
Hudson  Bay  Companies.  In  that  year  they  finally 
“buried  the  hatchet,’’  as  the  Indians  expressed  it,  and 
the  old  company  resumed  undisputed  jurisdiction  over 
the  whole  north  west,  establishing  posts  from  Lake 
Superior  to  the  Arctic  Ocean,  and  from  the  Red  River 
to  the  Pacific  shores ;  exercising  through  its  great 
army  of  clerks  and  officials  all  the  civil,  military,  and 
judicial  rights  of  an  independent  government. 

The  Red  River  settlement  from  this  time  became 
a  mixed  community  of  Scotch  and  French  and  Indians, 
raising  crops  and  trading  by  barter,  under  the  sufferance 
of  the  commercial  lords  of  the  country.  So  it  continued 
until  the  progress  of  emigration  brought  large  increase 
of  people  in  all  parts  of  the  Dominion,  and  the  founda¬ 
tion  was  laid  of  the  Canadian  Confederation.  In  18C8, 
negotiations  were  begun  for  the  extinction  of  the 
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Hudson  Bay  Company’s  title  to  the  lands,  which  were 
concluded  a  year  or  two  later.  The  company  received 
a  money  payment,  and  one-twentieth  of  the  public 
lands.  In  remote  territories  the  company  still  exercises 
its  former  rights,  but  abdicates  them  as  soon  as  settle¬ 
ments  are  made  and  local  governments  formed. 

The  annexation  of  Manitoba  to  the  Dominion  was 
not  effected  without  some  trouble,  the  French  Canadians 
and  half-breeds,  under  Louis  Riel,  raising  the  standard 
of  revolt,  and  forming  a  provisional  government.  The 
presence  of  British  troops,  under  Colonel  now  Lord 
Wolseley,  put  an  end  to  this  rebellion,  and  in  1871 
Manitoba  became  a  province  of  Canada,  and  began  the 
career  of  prosperity  which  bids  fair  to  be  lasting  and 
conspicuous. 

The  testimony  of  a  Scottish  resident,  who  has  wit¬ 
nessed  the  changes  in  the  North-West,  and  has  strong 
faith  in  its  progress,  will  be  read  with  interest.  It  is 
one  of  the  clearest  and  most  recent  voices  from  the  far 
country,  and  may  well  tempt  many  of  the  Scotchman’s 
compatriots  to  go  to  such  a  land  of  promise.  Here  is 
the  report,  quoted  in  an  Inverness  newspaper : — 

Speaking  at  a  banquet  recently  given  to  him  by  the 
citizens  of  Winnipeg,  Mr.  Duncan  MacArthur,  a  native 
of  Nairn,  who  has  been  a  successful  banker  in  Winnipeg, 
referred  as  follows  to  the  future  of  Manitoba  : — 

“  And  now  a  few  words  about  the  future  of  Manitoba 
and  the  North-West.  It  is  difficult  to  believe  that  the 
Forth-West  territory  should  have  remained,  so  far  as 
people  generally  were  concerned,  a  terra  incognita  until 
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within  the  last  twelve  or  fifteen  years.  Yet  such  is 
actually  the  case,  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  consolid¬ 
ating  impulse  that  accompanied  and  followed  the  con¬ 
federation  of  the  British  North  American  Provinces 
it  might  have  remained  a  terra  incognita  to  this  day. 
Our  statesmen  never  dreamt,  during  the  earlier  stage  of 
their  efforts  to  bring  about  confederation,  that  there  was 
an  unborn  and  a  greater  dominion  in  the  North-West, 
stretching  from  Lake  Superior  to  the  Rocky  Mountains 
on  the  one  hand,  and  from  the  International  boundary 
to  the  Arctic  Sea  on  the  other,  containing  agricultural, 
manufacturing,  and  mining  resources  sufficient  to  supply 
the  wants  of  one  hundred  millions  of  human  beings — a 
territory  worth  more  in  point  of  material  value  than  all 
the  other  provinces  put  together. 

The  country  is  vast,  and  its  resources  are  so  rich 
and  varied  that  it  is  impossible  to  grasp  the  extent  of 
the  former  or  to  estimate  the  value  of  the  latter ;  and 
very  few,  even  of  those  who  have  lived  longest  and 
who  have  travelled  most  in  the  interior  of  the  country, 
possess  an  adequate  idea  of  the  real  value  of  Canada’s 
heritage  in  the  North-West.  Confining  our  view  of  it 
to  that  portion  that  is  suitable  for  agricultural  purposes, 
we  can  see,  standing  as  we  do  on  the  eastern  confines  of 
the  fertile  belt,  an  immense  tract  of  country  extending 
from  Winnipeg  to  the  Rocky  Mountains  on  the  one 
hand,  and  from  Winnipeg  to  the  fertile  valleys  of  the 
Peace  River  country  on  the  other — a  tract  of  country 
which  contains  hundreds  of  millions  of  acres  suitable  for 
farming  and  grazing  purposes,  and  which  is  sufficient 
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to  afiford  homes  and  independence  and  comfort  to  the 
surplus  population  of  Europe  for  centuries  to  come;  and 
owing  to  the  exigencies  arising  from  too  large  popu¬ 
lations  in  many  European  countries,  our  North-West  is 
destined  to  be  speedily  peopled. 

The  country  is,  moreover,  accessible  to  Europe,  and 
apart  altogether  from  the  special  immigration  which  has 
been  induced  of  late  years  to  come  here  from  the  other 
Provinces  and  from  Great  Britain,  we  may  expect  that 
the  great  wave  of  emigration  from  Northern  Europe, 
which  during  the  last  twenty  years  has  been  slowly  but 
surely  filling  up  Minnesota,  Dakota,  and  other  United 
States  territories,  will  reach  us  and  conduce  greatly  to 
the  rapid  settlement  of  the  country. 

It  requires  an  ardent  imagination  to  picture  the 
change  which  awaits  the  North-West  during  the  next 
twenty  years.  Long  before  that  time  the  face  of  the 
country  will  be  covered  by  a  network  of  railways. 
Our  prairies,  that  now  appear  so  bleak  and  boundless, 
will  be  cultivated  and  planted  and  dotted  over  with 
the  comfortable  homes  of  an  intelligent,  a  prosperous, 
and  a  contented  people.  We  shall  be  able  to  grow  and 
to  export  a  sufficient  quantity  of  grain  to  justify  us  in 
calling  our  country  the  granary  of  the  world.  Many 
cities  and  towns  of  great  importance  will  spring  up,  and 
Winnipeg  will  not  only  retain  her  present  position  and 
Prestige,  but  will  in  all  probability  be  the  largest  and 
most  important  city  in  Canada. 

Those  who  know  little  or  nothing  about  the  North- 
West  and  its  resources  may  think  these  statements 
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are  either  gross  exaggerations  or  the  utterances  of  a 
sanguine  and  partial  individual,  but  the  time  is  not  far 
distant  when  this  great  country  will  be  sufficiently  well- 
known  to  receive  the  recognition  to  which  it  is  entitled. 
With  such  a  future  before  us  we  may  well  work  and 
hope  and  wait.  Unlike  many  of  the  older  nations  of 
the  world  who  are  limited  by  space,  fettered  by  poverty, 
and  crushed  by  the  exactions  of  injustice  and  tyranny, 
whose  greatness  and  opportunities  are  in  the  past,  we 
stand  on  the  threshold  of  a  new  land  of  promise — a 
land  which  constitutes  one  of  the  fairest  portions  of  the 
New  World — a  land  on  which  millions  of  our  race  are 
destined  to  act  out  the  great  drama  of  life,  and  which 
is  to  witness  new  and  triumphal  marches  in  literature, 
science,  and  art,  and  in  many  other  forms  of  national 
progress  and  development. 

‘We  live  in  the  light  of  the  dawning  day, 

With  our  future  wide  and  free ; 

We  wait  God’s  time  for  our  noontide  glow 
And  our  heroes  yet  to  be.’ 

And  it  behoves  us,  at  this  early  but  critical  stage  of 
our  history,  to  lay  well  the  foundations  of  our  political 
and  of  our  educational  institutions.” 

Mr.  MacArthur  refers  only  to  the  vast  future  of  the 
province  as  the  home  of  a  great  nation  of  European 
origin  and  civilization.  He  does  not  in  this  speech 
refer  to  the  Red  Men  who  once  were  the  owners  and 
sole  inhabitants  of  these  regions.  We  must  not  forget 
them,  and  we  conclude  with  a  sentence  concerning 
them. 
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From  Selkirk  as  far  as  habitable  land  extends  the 
banks  of  the  river  are  occupied  by  an  Indian  reservation, 
and  are  partially  under  cultivation.  The  author  of  a 
handbook  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway,  speaking  of 
Winnipeg  in  July,  says,  “At  this  season  of  the  year 
the  Indian  agent  makes  his  annual  visit,  and  his  wards 
were  flocking  in  great  numbers  to  receive  their  annuity. 
On  our  return  a  few  days  later  they  were  assembled 
in  form  about  the  chief’s  house,  and  their  teepees, 
canoes,  dogs,  and  children  added  a  picturesqueness 
to  the  scene.  The  Indians  on  the  lake  are  chiefly 
Ojibbeways  and  Crees,  and  they  are  so  mixed  that 
there  is  little  tribal  individuality  left  in  any  of  the 
settlements.  They  have  made  some  progress  in  civili¬ 
zation,  and  now  constitute  the  chief  reliance  of  the 
Hudson  Bay  people  for  labourers,  having  replaced  the 
French  Canadians  of  other  days.” 

When  these  regions  have  become  the  seat  of  a  busy 
and  prosperous  agricultural  and  commercial  community, 
we  hope  that  some  will  still  continue  to  read  with  in¬ 
terest  Grey  Hawk’s  story  of  his  adventures  in  times 
when  Indian  hunters  and  fur  company’s  traders  alone 
were  seen  in  the  great  North-West  of  America. 
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THE  SUN  DANCE  OF  THE  SIOUX  INDIANS. 

.Of  the  Indian  nations  and  tribes  referred  to  in  this 
story,  the  Sioux  appear  to  be  less  changed  than 
any  other,  and  to  have  been  least  influenced  by 
contact  with  the  white  men.  From  the  Leisure 
Hour  of  1879  we  give  the  account  of  a  visit  to  a 
Sioux  camp,  communicated  to  that  journal  by  an 
officer  of  the  United  States  Army.] 

At  full  moon  in  the  month  of  June  each  year,  a  grand 
festival  is  held  by  the  Sioux  Indians  in  honour  of,  and 
as  a  propitiation  to  the  sun,  to  them  the  visible  em¬ 
bodiment  of  the  Great  Spirit.  If  the  hunter  desires 
special  good  fortune  in  the  chase,  if  the  warrior  hopes 
for  revenge,  if  a  relative  is  sick,  if  any  favour  is  wished 
by  an  Indian  from  the  Supreme  Power  which  he  re¬ 
cognises  and  appeals  to  after  his  own  barbarous  fashion, 
he  vows  if  the  boon  is  granted  to  take  part  in  the  next 
Sun  Dance.  Many,  indeed,  participate  from  religious 
fanaticism  alone,  without  any  view  to  their  own  advan¬ 
tage,  except  in  a  general  way. 

In  the  year  1878  the  Sun  Dance  of  the  Sioux  nation 
was  held  about  twelve  miles  from  Fort  R - .  A 
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small  party  of  officers  stationed  there  determined  to  see 
if  it  was  possible  to  gain  admission  to  the  ceremonies. 
In  the  early  morning  a  light  wagon,  drawn  by  four 
stout  little  ponies,  climbed  the  steep  hills  behind  the 
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garrison,  and  gaining  the  fiat  table-land  of  the  upper 
prairie,  halted,  after  a  rapid  drive,  at  Seven  Mile 
Spring,  a  little  oasis,  known  far  and  wide  to  frontier 
travellers  as  the  spot  where  weary  man  and  beast  can 
find  shady  trees  and  cool  fresh  water.  Again  on  the 
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road,  the  gay  party  dashed  down  into  deep  ravines, 
climbed  steep  bluffs,  pushed  down  into  a  ravine  again, 
then  on  between  high  hills.  All  the  surface  of  the 
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country  gave  proof  that  in  past  ages  it  had  been 
the  scene  of  tremendous  upheavals  and  outbursts  of 
volcanic  energy. 

At  last,  on  one  of  the  huge  mounds,  appeared  the 
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form  of  a  horseman  waving  a  scarlet  blanket,  whilst 
his  pony  executed  curvets  and  caracoles  which  testified 
to  the  rider’s  skilful  horsemanship.  One  of  the  military 
scouts  went  forward  to  the  Indian  to  discover  the  mean¬ 
ing  of  this  demonstration,  and  found  the  man  had  been 
sent  out  four  miles  to  direct  the  “  pale  faces  ”  to  the 
camp,  the  Sioux  having  learned  of  the  intended  visit  by 
means  of  the  perfect  system  of  espionage  exercised  over 
the  whites  all  through  the  Indian  country.  Guided  by 
this  warrior,  decked  out  in  paint  and  feathers,  the  tra¬ 
vellers  soon  reached  a  point  from  which  they  beheld  a 
wild  and  picturesque  scene. 

The  valley  far  below,  or  as  these  wide  open  spaces 
between  hills  are  called,  “  the  bottom,”  was  covered  for 
miles  with  lines  of  teepees,  or  wigwams.  The  central 
point  of  the  camp  was  the  vast  empty  amphitheatre 
where  the  Sun  Dance  was  to  be  performed.  Five  or 
six  chiefs,  elaborately  costumed,  approached  the  wagon 
as  it  entered  the  camp,  and  shook  hands  with  their 
guests  with  great  dignity,  uttering  the  peculiar  guttural 
“  how,”  the  all-expressive  word  of  salute  and  welcome. 
Two  white  tents  were  pitched,  buffalo  robes,  blankets, 
and  provisions  sheltered  therein,  and  half  a  dozen  white 
men  found  themselves  “  at  home  ”  in  a  camp  of  six 
thousand  Sioux  Indians.  As  they  stood  gazing  at  the 
village  which  placidly  basked  in  the  fierce  summer  sun, 
groups  of  fantastic  figures  continually  passed  to  and 
from  the  open  area,  which  the  next  day  was  to  be  at 
once  the  place  of  worship  and  the  scene  of  torture. 

The  tents  of  those  who  were  to  take  part  in  the 
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dance  were  ranged  in  a  circle.  For  three  days  each 
man  must  be  secluded  in  his  little  hut,  without  food  or 
water,  and  subjected  to  a  continual  steam  bath.  This 
is  prepared  by  immersing  large  stones  in  boiling  water, 
and  permitting  the  steam  to  evaporate  in  the  closed 
hut,  the  occupant  being  rolled  in  heavy  buffalo  robes  to 
facilitate  perspiration. 

The  first  day  of  the  festival  is  devoted  to  the  “  cutting 
of  the  pole.”  Certain  Indians,  deputed  for  the  purpose, 
take  charge  of  the  ceremony,  which  is  preceded  by 
“  making  medicine,”  a  sacred  mystery  which  no  white 
man  is  allowed  to  witness.  After  this  observance  is 
concluded,  all  the  men  of  the  tribe  assist  in  collecting 
the  logs  and  brushwood  which  form  the  outer  wall  of 
the  arena.  The  active  ponies  dart  hither  and  thither  in 
the  bushes,  the  riders  cutting  branches  with  their  belt 
knives,  and  fastening  them  in  some  way  to  their  person, 
until  they  resemble  a  moving  forest  on  their  return  to 
camp.  Stakes  are  driven  into  the  ground  describing 
a  large  circle,  an  opening  being  left  at  one  side  ;  and 
the  brushwood  is  woven  in  between  these  stakes  so  as 
to  form  a  dense  wall  around  the  enclosure.  The  pole, 
forty  feet  high,  is  selected  from  a  number  of  others  by 
certain  Indians,  and  then  cut  down  and  transported  to 
the  grounds  by  two  maidens.  After  the  top  has  been 
gaily  trimmed  with  feathers,  greens,  and  flowers,  four 
ropes  are  attached  a  little  more  than  half  way  up,  which, 
when  stretched  out,  reach  the  ground  about  twenty- 
eight  feet  from  the  base  of  the  pole. 

Before  the  dance  begins  criers  go  throughout  the 

v 


322 


GREY  HAWK. 


camp,  summoning  all  the  people  to  come  to  look  at  the 
“  holy  thing,  the  beautiful  thing.”  Then  the  dancers  are 
led  from  their  huts,  covered  from  head  to  foot  with 
buffalo  robes  to  look  at  the  scene  of  their  trial  on  the 
next  day. 


chief’s  squaw  AND  PAPOOsE. 


Before  the  true  Sun  Dance  commences  the  Indians 
engage  in  many'  \yild  and  curious  ceremonies  which 
are  preliminary  to  the  main  performance,  and  work 
themselves  into  a  state  of  the  fiercest  fanaticism. 
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These  exercises  consist  in  the  main  of  dancing,  beat¬ 
ing  the  tomtom,  singing,  and  grotesque  physical  con¬ 
tortions. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  second  day  the  camp 
was  astir,  and  the  amphitheatre  crowded  with  eager 
spectators.  The  white  visitors  were  presented  to  the 
great  chief,  Spotted  Tail,  who  had  not  shown  himself 
before.  He  received  them  with  dignity,  and  ordered 
seats  to  be  prepared  for  the  accommodation  of  the 
strangers.  Many  times  they  wished  themselves  far 
distant  from  those  comfortable  blanket-cushions  before 
the  cruel  scenes  of  the  day  were  over. 

The  ceremonies  were  opened  by  twenty-five  warriors 
on  their  horses,  gorgeous  in  finery  and  war-paint,  filing 
into  the  arena,  bringing  with  them  a  child.  The  little 
one  was  seated  on  a  pony,  led  by  its  father  ;  following 
it  came  the  mother.  The  father  informed  the  master  of 
the  ceremonies  that  he  would  give  the  pony  the  child 
was  riding,  and  the  mother  would  give  the  blanket  she 
wore,  to  the  Indian  who  would  cut  holes  in  the  child’s 
ears.  This  offer  was  made  known  to  the  audience  by 
the  master  of  ceremonies.  At  once  some  Indian,  only 
too  delighted  at  the  chance  of  cutting  anything,  al¬ 
though  not  indifferent  to  the  pony  and  blanket,  stepped 
forward,  and  with  his  sharp  knife  cut  a  hole  in  each  of 
the  child’s  ears.  After  the  ears  had  been  slit,  a  piece 
of  cloth,  twisted  into  round  cord-like  shape,  was  thrust 
through  the  wound  to  ensure  an  opening  for  ornaments 
after  it  should  have  healed.  Of  course,  during  this 
painful  and  barbarous  performance  the  poor  papoose 
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screamed  with  pain  and  fright,  but  its  cries  wert 
drowned  by  the  hooting,  yelling,  and  singing  of  sur¬ 
rounding  braves  and  squaws.  This  was  continued 
until  all  the  youngsters  present  had  undergone  the 
operation. 

Following  this  came  a  grand  drill  and  review,  in 
which  four  hundred  warriors,  distinguished  for  bravery 
or  cruelty,  took  part.  These  men  were  magnificently 
dressed  ;  they  were  divided  into  squads,  stationed  at 
different  points  of  the  arena ;  but  instead  of  the  ordi¬ 
nary  evolutions  of  a  military  drill,  the  performance  con¬ 
sisted  of  singing  and  dancing  to  monotonous  music 
made  by  measured  strokes  upon  a  drum,  and  the  beating 
with  sticks  upon  a  dry  beef  hide  stretched  on  the 
ground. 

At  a  given  signal  Chief  Spotted  Tail  arose  with  as 
much  dignity  as  any  feudal  lord  among  his  vassals, 
walked  slowly  round  the  circle  and  inspected  the  men, 
carrying  in  his  hand  a  stick  three  or  four  feet  long,  on 
the  end  of  which  was  fastened  a  scalp  of  long  auburn 
hair,  evidently  taken  from  some  white  woman.  As  he 
passed  round  the  circle  he  used  the  scalp  and  stick  as  a 
baton ,  and  as  he  moved  it  to  and  fro  the  line  of  braves 
would  advance  or  retreat,  dancing,  singing,  and  hooting 
incessantly.  It  may  be  here  remarked  that  Spotted 
Tail,  who  presided  over  this  orgie,  and  directed  the 
movements  of  his  warriors  by  waving  a  white  woman’s 
scalp,  holds  the  commission  of  lieutenant  in  the  United 
States  army,  and  every  month  draws  from  the  people’s 
treasury  the  sum  of  150  dollars. 
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At  another  signal  the  braves  suddenly  broke  their 
lines,  rushed  to  their  ponies  picketed  near  by,  and  in  an 
incredibly  short  time  they  came  tearing  up  the  valley, 
formed  in  solid  column,  the  thundering  of  hoofs  shaking 
the  earth  beneath  them.  As  they  approached  the  wide 
entrance  to  the  arena,  the  column  separated  into  two 
parts ;  these  again  into  two,  and  again  and  again,  until 
the  eye  failed  to  follow  the  intricate  convolutions,  and 
the  moving  mass  resembled  a  gaudy  kaleidoscope. 
Upon  the  conclusion  of  this  cavalry  review,  during 
which  the  braves  performed  the  most  difficult  feats  of 
horsemanship,  the  Sun  Dance  proper  began. 

Forty-seven  Indians  had  volunteered  to  submit  them¬ 
selves  to  this  inhuman  rite.  The  dancers  were  brought 
into  the  arena  one  at  a  time,  each  attended  by  his 
relatives.  As  he  entered  he  raised  his  hand  in  adoration 
of  the  sun  before  he  advanced  to  and  embraced  the 
sacred  pole.  Their  only  clothing  was  a  breech-cloth. 
One  fine  stalwart  youth  was  so  overcome  by  the  pros¬ 
pect  of  his  approaching  torture,  that,  as  he  embraced  the 
pole  and  leaned  his  head  upon  his  folded  arms,  his 
whole  frame  trembled  and  heaved  with  emotion.  In¬ 
stantly  he  recovered  his  stoicism,  and  took  his  place  in 
the  row  of  dancers  with  an  unmoved  countenance.  At 
a  sign  from  Spotted  Tail  the  dancer  lay  down  on  his 
back,  his  head  touching  the  foot  of  the  pole.  Two  slits, 
about  four  inches  long  and  half  an  inch  apart,  were  then 
cut  in  each  breast  ;  the  skin  between  the  wounds  was 
torn  from  the  flesh,  and  a  strong,  hard  wood  stick  thrust 
in  ;  and  to  the  ends  of  this  stick  the  ropes  fastened  to 
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the  poles  were  securely  tied.  When  thus  prepared,  the 
dancer  sprang  to  his  feet,  the  blood  streaming  down 
from  his  wounds  ;  slits  were  also  made  under  the 
shoulder-blades,  and  in  the  backs  of  the  hands,  and 
sticks  thrust  through.  In  this  condition,  with  a  whistle 
between  his  teeth,  upon  which  he  blew  unceasingly,  the 
victim,  or  rather  the  fanatic,  began  to  dance,  amid  the 
most  unearthly  din  ;  drums  beating,  whistles  screaming, 
six  thousand  throats  hooting,  yelling,  and  singing,  and 
he  keeping  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  sun  during  the 
whole  time  of  his  ordeal.  If  he  lowered  his  eyes,  or 
turned  them  aside  from  the  dazzling  blaze,  some 
Indians  reflected  the  rays  into  his  face  from  small 
looking-glasses.  While  he  dances,  his  hands  are  out¬ 
stretched,  and  at  intervals  he  rushes  backwards,  and 
throws  his  whole  weight  upon  the  rope  which  is  fastened 
to  his  breast.  This  he  must  continue  until  the  skin 
gives  way,  and  the  sticks  are  torn  from  the  wounds. 
Before  this  is  accomplished  the  skin  is  raised  from 
the  flesh  over  the  entire  breast,  and  the  blood  flows 
freely  from  the  ugly  wounds.  In  some  instances  nine 
hours  have  passed  before  the  dancer  could  tear  him¬ 
self  loose,  but  on  this  occasion  the  longest  time  of  en¬ 
durance  was  two  hours  and  a  half. 

One  rather  slender  youth  gave  tokens  of  exhaustion 
in  a  short  time  after  being  fastened  to  the  pole.  He 
tottered  from  side  to  side,  and  was  in  such  a  state  of 
nervous  excitement  that  the  pulsations  of  his  heart 
could  be  distinctly  seen  at  a  distance  of  several  feet. 
His  mother,  an  old  squaw,  shrivelled  and  wrinkled,  came 
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forward  and  took  her  place  beside  him  ;  she  began  to 
sing  first  a  war  song,  then  praises  of  her  son’s  bravery, 
and  exhortations  to  fortitude,  finally  promises  of  gifts 
and  honours  if  he  came  triumphantly  forth  from  the 
ordeal.  The  young  man  persevered  for  a  time,  but  it 
was  a  most  painful  exhibition. 

Many  of  the  dancers  became  faint  before  their  vow 
was  fulfilled,  and  could  not  throw  themselves  against 
the  rope  with  sufficient  force  to  break  away.  But  to 
fail  is  lifelong  disgrace  ;  the  brave  who  succumbs  to 
physical  anguish  must  have  his  hair  cut  close  to  his 
head,  and  must  be  banished  and  disowned  by  his  tribe  ; 
so  the  dancers  persist,  stimulated  now  and  again  by  a 
looker-on  stepping  up  and  spitting  on  them. 

When  it  became  apparent  that  a  dancer  would  not 
by  his  own  efforts  succeed  in  breaking  loose,  one  ol 
his  friends  clasped  him  around  the  waist  and  dragged 
him  backward,  until  the  thongs  burst  from  his  flesh 
and  he  fell  exhausted  on  the  earth.  Then  the  ragged 
skin  was  trimmed  off  and  his  wounds  dressed  with 
pieces  of  charcoal.  After  a  short  rest  he  would  join 
in  the  dance  around  the  outer  circle,  which  is  con¬ 
tinued  until  all  who  have  volunteered  have  undergone 
the  torture. 

The  dance  is  continued  from  two  to  three  days. 
During  this  time  the  dancers  are  kept  entirely  without 
food  or  drink  ;  but  as  the  conclusion  of  the  ceremonies 
a  grand  feast  is  celebrated.  Ponies,  blankets,  and  skins 
are  then  given  to  the  dancers,  and  they  are  treated  with 
all  imaginable  honours. 
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As  an  exhibition  of  human  fortitude  under  privation 
and  intense  physical  agony,  the  Sun  Dance  of  the  Sioux 
is  perhaps  unequalled  in  this  age  of  the  world.  But  it 
is  very  sad  to  have  to  record  the  continuance  of  cere¬ 
monies  so  barbarous  and  repulsive,  in  connection  with 
religious  belief  or  social  life.  Let  us  hope  that  these 
poor  Sioux  may  come  under  the  better  teaching  which 
has  exerted  a  civilizing  influence  on  other  Indian 
nations. 
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THE  HUDSON'S  BA  Y  FUR-HUNTERS. 

[Of  life  among  the  fur-hunters  of  the  North-West,  some 
interesting  glimpses  are  afforded  in  the  following 
narrative  of  an  adventure,  in  times  before  the  tide 
of  emigration  had  set  towards  Lake  Winnipeg  and 
the  Saskatchewan  River.] 

OUR  brigade  of  four  boats  lay  moored  on  the  banks 
of  the  great  Saskatchewan  ;  which  river,  taking  its 
rise  amid  the  rugged  steeps  of  the  Rocky  Mountains, 
flows  through  the  great  prairies  and  woodlands  of  the 
interior  of  Rupert’s  Land,  and  discharges  into  Lake 
Winnipeg. 

The  men  were  ashore  at  breakfast.  On  a  low 
gravelly  point  that  jutted  out  into  the  stream,  smoked 
three  large  fires,  over  which  stood  three  rudely-con¬ 
structed  tripods,  from  which  depended  three  enormous 
tin  kettles.  Robbiboo  was  the  delectable  substance 
contained  in  these  kettles.  Pemmican  is  a  compound 
of  dried  buffalo  meat,  melted  fat,  and  hair — the  latter 
being  an  accidental  ingredient.  Mix  pemmican  with 
flour  and  water,  boil  and  stir  till  it  thickens,  and  the 
result  will  be  “  robbiboo.” 
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Around  these  kettles  stood,  and  sat,  and  reclined, 
and  smoked,  about  thirty  of  the  wildest  and  heartiest 
fellows  that  ever  trod  the  wilderness.  Most  of  them 
were  French  Canadians  ;  many  were  half-breeds ;  some 
were  Orkneymen,  and  one  or  two  were  the  copper- 
coloured  natives  of  the  soil.  But  Canadians,  Scotch, 
and  Indians  alike  were  servants  of  the  Hudson’s  Bay 
Fur  Company ;  they  were  all  burned  to  the  same  degree 
of  brownness  by  the  summer  sun  ;  they  all  laughed  and 
talked,  and  ate  robbiboo  more  or  less — generally  more  ; 
and  they  were  all  clad  in  the  picturesque  habiliments 
of  the  north-west  voyageur.  A  loose-fitting  capote, 
with  a  hood  hanging  down  the  back  ;  a  broad  scarlet 
or  parti-coloured  worsted  sash  round  the  waist ;  a  pair 
of  cloth  leggings,  sometimes  blue,  sometimes  scarlet 
occasionally  ornamented  with  bright  silk  or  bead-work, 
and  gartered  at  the  knees  ;  a  pair  of  chamois-leather¬ 
like  moccasins  made  of  deer  skin  ;  a  round  bonnet,  or 
a  red  nightcap,  or  a  nondescript  hat,  or  nothing  :  sucl: 
is  the  outward  man  of  the  voyageur. 

“  Ho  !  ho  !  ”  shouted  the  gruff  voice  of  the  guide,  as 
the  men,  having  emptied  the  kettles,  were  hastily  filling 
and  lighting  their  pipes — “embark,  my  lads,  embark.” 

In  five  minutes  the  boats  were  afloat,  and  the  crews 
were  about  to  shove  off,  when  the  cry  was  raised,  “M*". 
Berry  !  hold  on  ;  where’s  Mr.  Berry?” 

Poor  Berry!  he  was  always  late,  always  missing, 
always  in  the  wrong  place  at  the  right  time  and  in  the 
right  place  at  the  wrong  time.  His  companions — of 
whom  there  were  two  in  charge  of  the  boats  along  widi 
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himself — called  him  an  “old  wife,”  but  qualified  the 
title  with  the  remark  that  he  was  a  “  good  soul,”  never¬ 
theless.  And  so  he  was — a  beardless  youth  of  twenty- 
two  summers,  with  a  strong  tendency  to  scientific 
pursuits,  but  woefully  incompetent  to  use  his  muscles 
aright.  He  was  for  ever  falling  into  the  water,  con¬ 
stantly  cutting  his  fingers  with  his  knife,  and  frequently 
breaking  the  trigger  of  his  fowling-piece  in  his  attempts 
to  discharge  it  at  half-cock.  Yet  he  was  incomparably 
superior  to  his  more  “  knowing  ”  comrades  in  all  the 
higher  qualities  of  intellect.  At  the  moment  his  name 
was  called,  he  sprang  from  the  bushes,  laden  with 
botanical  specimens,  and,  crying  “  Stop !  stop !  I’m 
coming,”  he  rushed  down  to  the  boat  of  which  he  had 
the  special  charge,  and  leaped  in.  Five  minutes  more, 
and  the  brigade  was  sweeping  down  the  Saskatchewan, 
while  the  men  bent  lustily  to  their  oars,  and  filled  the 
shrubbery  on  the  river’s  bank  and  the  wide  prairies 
beyond  with  the  ringing  tones  of  one  of  their  character¬ 
istic  and  beautiful  canoe-songs. 

The  sun  was  flooding  the  horizon  with  gold,,  as  it 
sank  to  rest.  The  chorus  of  the  boatmen  had  ceased, 
and  the  only  sound  that  broke  the  stillness  of  the  quiet 
evening  was  the  slow  and  regular  stroke  of  the  heavy 
oars,  which  the  men  plied  unceasingly.  On  turning 
one  of  the' bends  of  the  river,  which  disclosed  a  some¬ 
what  extended  vista  ahead,  several  black  objects  were 
observed  near  the  water’s  edge. 

“  Hist !  ”  exclaimed  the  foremost  guide,  “  they  are 
buffaloes.” 
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“  A  terre,  a  terre !  ”  cried  the  men,  in  a  hoarse 
whisper. 

A  powerful  sweep  of  the  steering  oar  sent  the  boat 
into  a  little  bay,  where  it  was  quickly  joined  by  the 
others. 

“Now,  then,  let  the  crack  shots  be  off  into  the  bush,” 
cried  the  gentleman  in  charge  of  the  brigade.  “  Away 
with  you,  Gaspard,  Antoine,  Jacques.  Mind  you  don’t 
waste  powder  and  shot  on  old  bulls.  Hallo !  Mr.  Berry, 
not  so  fast ;  let  the  hunters  to  the  front.” 

“  Ah  !  Misser  Berry  him  berry  bad  shot,”  remarked 
a  middle-aged  Indian,  regarding  the  youth  somewhat 
contemptuously.  Berry  armed  for  the  chase  with  frantic 
haste,  dashing  about  and  tumbling  over  everything  in 
search  of  his  powder-horn  and  shot-pouch,  which  were 
always  mislaid,  and  moving  the  muzzle  of  his  gun 
hither  and  thither  in  such  a  way  as  to  place  the  lives 
of  his  men  in  constant  and  deadly  peril.  He  started 
at  last,  with  the  speed  of  a  hunted  deer,  and  made  a 
bold  sweep  into  the  woods  in  order  to  head  the  buffaloes. 
Here  he  squatted  down  behind  a  bush,  to  await  their 
coming. 

A  short  time  sufficed  to  bring  the  stealthy  hunters 
within  range.  Three  shots  were  fired,  and  two  animals 
fell  to  the  ground ;  while  a  third  staggered  with  diffi¬ 
culty  after  its  companions,  as  they  bounded  through 
the  woods  towards  the  prairies,  headed  by  the  patri¬ 
archal  bull  of  the  herd.  This  majestic  animal  had  a 
magnificently  shaggy  mane  and  a  pair  of  wild  glittering 
eyes,  that  would  have  struck  terror  into  the  stoutest 
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heart ;  but  Berry  was  short-sighted  ;  moreover,  he  had 
concealed  himself  behind  a  shrub,  through  which,  as 
he  afterwards  remarked,  he  “  could  see  nicely.”  No 
doubt  of  it ;  but  the  bush  was  such  a  scraggy  and  ill- 
conditioned  shrub,  that  the  buffalo-bull  could  see 
through  it  just  as  nicely,  and  charged,  with  a  hideous 
bellow,  at  the  unfortunate  youth  as  it  came  up  the  hill. 
Berry  prepared  to  receive  him.  For  once  he  remem¬ 
bered  to  cock  his  piece ;  for  once  his  aim  was  true,  and 
he  hit  the  huge  animal  on  the  forehead  at  a  distance 
of  ten  yards  ;  but  he  might  as  well  have  fired  against 
the  side  of  a  house ;  the  thick  skull,  covered  with  its 
dense  matting  of  coarse  hair,  was  thoroughly  ball-proof. 
The  bull  still  came  on.  Just  at  this  moment  another 
shot  was  fired,  and  the  animal  hurled  forward  in  a  com¬ 
plete  somersault ;  the  bush  was  crushed  to  atoms,  and 
Berry  was  knocked  head-over-heels  to  the  ground, 
where  he  lay  extended  at  full  length  beside  his 
slaughtered  foe. 

“Ah!  pauvre  enfant,”  cried  Antoine,  running  up  and 
lifting  Berry’s  head  from  the  ground.  “  Is  you  hurt 
ver’  moch  ?  Dat  bull  him  break  de  ribs  I’fraid.” 

Antoine’s  fears  were  groundless.  In  half  an  hour 
the  youth  was  as  well  as  ever,  though  somewhat  shaken 
by  the  fall.  The  choice  morsels  of  the  dead  buffaloes 
were  cut  off  by  the  men  with  an  adroit  celerity  that 
was  quite  marvellous,  and  in  a  very  short  time  the 
boats  were  again  rapidly  descending  the  stream. 

The  bivouac  that  night  resounded  with  more  vigorous 
mirth  than  usual.  The  camp  fires  blazed  with  unwonted 
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power  and  brilliancy.  The  cook’s  office — no  sinecure 
at  any  time — became  a  post  of  absolute  slavery ;  for 
there  was  a  glorious  feast  held  beneath  the  spreading 
trees  of  the  forest,  and  the  bill  of  fare  was  “  buffalo- 
steaks  and  marrow-bones.”  But  if  the  feast  was  noisy, 
the  hours  that  succeeded  it  were  steeped  in  profound 
silence.  Each  man,  having  smoked  his  pipe,  selected 
for  his  couch  the  softest  spot  of  ground  he  could  find, 
and,  wrapping  himself  in  his  blanket,  laid  him  down 
to  rest.  The  deep  breathing  of  untroubled  slumber  was 
the  only  sound  that  floated  from  the  land  and  mingled 
with  the  rippling  of  the  river ;  and  not  a  hand  or  foot 
was  moved  until,  at  daybreak,  the  loud  halloo  of  the 
guide  aroused  the  sleepers  to  their  daily  toil. 

A  week  or  two  passed,  and  we  had  left  the  lands  of 
the  buffalo  far  behind  us,  and  were  sailing  over  the 
broad  bosom  of  Lake  Winnipeg.  It  was  calm  and 
polished  as  a  sheet  of  glass  when  we  entered  it,  but 
it  did  not  remain  long  thus.  A  breeze  arose,  the  sails 
were  hoisted,  and  away  we  went  out  into  the  wide 
expanse  of  fresh  water.  Lake  Winnipeg  is  a  veritable 
ocean.  Its  waves  rival  those  of  the  salt  sea  in  magnitude, 
and  they  break  upon  a  shore  composed  in  many  places 
of  sand  and  pebbles.  If  we  sail  straight  out  upon  it, 
the  shore  behind  us  sinks  in  the  horizon,  but  no  opposite 
shore  rises  to  view,  and  the  unbroken  circle  of  sky  and 
water  is  presented  to  our  gaze,  as  it  appears  on  the 
great  ocean  itself. 

The  wind  rose  almost  to  a  gale  as  we  careered  over 
the  billows,  and  the  men  had  to  keep  up  incessant 
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baling.  It  was  almost  too  much  for  us  ;  but  no  one 
murmured,  for,  had  the  wind  been  ahead,  we  might  have 
been  obliged  to  put  ashore  and  remain  there  inactive 
for  many  days.  As  it  was,  we  made  a  rapid  run  across 
the  lake  and  entered  the  river,  or  rather  the  system  of 
lakes  and  rivers,  which  convey  its  waters  to  the  ocean. 
Hudson’s  Bay  was  our  goal.  To  this  point  we  were 
conveying  our  furs  for  shipment  to  England. 

Many  days  passed,  and  we  were  still  pushing  onwards 
towards  the  sea-coast ;  but  not  so  rapidly  now.  The 
character  of  the  navigation  had  changed  very  consider¬ 
ably,  and  our  progress  was  much  slower.  Now  we  were 
sweeping  over  a  small  lake,  anon  dashing  down  the 
course  of  a  turbulent  stream,  and  at  other  times  drag¬ 
ging  boats  and  cargoes  over  the  land. 

One  afternoon  we  came  to  a  part  of  the  river  which 
presented  a  very  terrible  appearance.  As  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach,  the  entire  stream  was  a  boiling  turmoil 
of  rocks  and  rapids,  down  which  a  boat  could  have  gone 
with  as  much  safety  as  it  could  have  leaped  over  the 
falls  of  Niagara.  Our  advance  was  most  effectually 
stopped,  as  far  as  appearance  went.  But  nothing 
checks  the  onward  progress  of  a  north-west  voyageur 
except  the  want  of  food.  The  boats  ran  successively 
into  a  small  bay,  the  men  leaped  out,  the  bales  of  furs 
were  tossed  upon  the  banks  of  the  river,  and  the  boats 
hauled  up.  Then  every  man  produced  a  long  leathern 
strap,  with  which  he  fastened  a  bale  weighing  upwards 
of  90  lbs.  to  his  back  ;  above  this  he  placed  a  bale  of 
similar  weight,  and  trotted  off  into  the  woods  as  lightly 

Z 


338 


GREY  HAWK. 


as  if  he  had  only  been  laden  with  two  pillows.  The 
second  bale  is  placed  above  the  first  by  a  sleight-of- 
hand  movement  which  is  difficult  to  acquire,  Poor 
Berry  well-nigh  broke  his  back  several  times  in  attempt¬ 
ing  this  feat,  and  eventually  gave  it  up  in  despair. 

In  an  hour  the  packs  were  carried  over  the  portage, 
and  deposited  beside  the  still  water  at  the  foot  of  the 
rapids.  Then  the  men  returned  for  the  boats.  One 
was  taken  in  hand  at  a  time.  The  united  crews  seized 
the  heavy  craft  with  their  strong  hands,  and  shoved 
against  it  with  their  lusty  shoulders  ;  a  merry  song  was 
struck  up,  and  thus  the  boat  was  dragged  through  the 
forest  for  nearly  a  mile.  The  others  quickly  followed, 
and  before  evening  all  was  carried  over,  and  we  were 
again  rowing  down  stream. 

Not  long  after  this,  we  came  to  a  rapid,  in  the  midst 
of  which  was  a  slight  water-fall.  The  water  was  deep 
here,  and  the  rocks  not  numerous,  and  it  was  the  custom 
to  run  the  boats  down  the  rapids  and  over  the  fall,  in 
order  to  save  the  labour  of  a  portage.  Three  of  the 
boats  ran  down  in  grand  style  and  reached  the  foot  in 
safety.  Berry  and  I  were  in  the  last  boat.  The  steers¬ 
man  stood  up  in  the  stern  with  his  hands  resting  on  the 
long  heavy  sweep,  while  his  £aze  was  directed  anxiously 
towards  the  boiling  flood  into  which  we  were  just  enter¬ 
ing.  The  bowman,  an  immensely  powerful  man,  stood 
up  in  front  with  a  long  strong  pole  grasped  in  both 
hands,  ready  to  fend  off  from  the  sunken  rocks.  The 
men  sat  in  their  places  with  their  oars  ready  for 
action. 
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“Now, boys,  look  out,”  cried  the  guide,  as  we  plunged 
into  the  first  billow  of  the  rapids.  The  boat  flew  like 
an  arrow  straight  towards  a  rock  which  was  crested 
with  white  as  the  water  burst  against  its  ragged  front. 
To  all  appearance  our  doom  was  sealed.  The  bowman 
regarded  it  with  a  complacent  smile,  and  stood  quite 
motionless,  merely  casting  a  glance  backward.  The 
steersman  acknowledged  the  glance  with  a  nod  ;  one 
long  stroke  of  the  great  oar ;  the  boat  turned  sharply 
aside  and  swept  past  in  safety.  There  was  no  danger 
in  such  a  big  blustering  rock  as  that ! 

“  Prenez  garde,”  cried  the  bowman  in  a  warning  tone, 
pointing  to  a  spot  where  lay  a  sunken  rock.  The 
steersman’s  quick  hand  turned  the  boat  aside,  but  the 
bowman  had  to  lend  his  aid,  and  the  strong  pole  bent 
like  a  willow  as  he  forced  the  boat’s  head  away  from  the 
hidden  danger.  And  now  the  fall  appeared.  It  was 
not  high,  perhaps  four  feet,  but  there  was  a  mighty 
gush  of  water  there,  and  it  was  a  bold  leap  for  a  heavy 
boat. 

“  Prenez  garde,  mes  gar$ons  !  hurrah  !  lads,  give  way  ! 
well  done.”  The  boat  plunged  almost  bows  under,  but 
she  rose  again  like  a  duck  on  the  foaming  water.  The 
worst  of  it  was  past  now  ;  but  there  was  still  a  ticklish 
bit  below — a  bend  in  the  river,  where  the  sunken  rocks 
were  numerous,  and  the  surface  of  the  water  so  white 
with  foam  that  it  was  difficult  to  detect  the  channel. 
The  bowman’s  duty  now  became  more  arduous.  With 
knitted  brows  and  compressed  lips  he  stood,  every 
nerve  and  muscle  strung  for  instant  action.  The  steers- 
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man  watched  his  movements  with  intense  earnestness, 
in  order  to  second  them  promptly.  Ever  and  anon  the 
stout  pole  was  plunged  into  the  flood,  first  on  one  side, 
then  on  the  other  ;  the  two  guides  acted  as  if  they  had 
been  one  man,  and  the  obedient  craft  sprang  from  surge 
to  surge  in  safety.  Suddenly  the  bowman  uttered  a 
loud  shout,  as  the  pole  jammed  between  two  rocks  and 
was  wrenched  from  his  grasp. 

“  Another  1  another  !  vite  !  vite  !  ” 

One  of  the  crew  thrust  a  fresh  pole  into  his  hand. 
Plunging  it  into  the  water,  he  exerted  his  giant  strength 
with  such  violence  a3  nearly  to  upset  the  boat,  but  it 
was  too  late.  The  planks  crashed  like  an  eggshell  as 
the  boat  dashed  upon  a  rock,  and  the  water  began  to 
rush  in,  while  the  stern  was  swept  round  and  the  blade 
of  the  steering  oar  was  smashed  to  atoms.  Almost 
before  we  had  time  to  think,  we  were  swept  down  stern 
foremost,  and  floated  safely  into  an  eddy  at  the  foot  of 
the  rapids.  A  few  strokes  of  the  oars  brought  us  to  the 
land  ;  but  short  although  the  interval  was  between  our 
striking  the  rock  and  running  ashore,  it  wa3  sufficient  to 
half  fill  the  boat  with  water. 

The  danger  was  barely  past,  and  the  intense  feeling 
of  it  was  still  strong  upon  my  mind,  yet  these  light¬ 
hearted  voyageurs  were  jesting  and  laughing  loudly  as 
they  tossed  the  packs  of  furs  out  of  the  water-logged 
boat,  so  little  did  they  realize  the  imminence  of  the 
peril  from  which  they  had  been  delivered — the  short¬ 
ness  of  the  step  that  had  separated  them  from  the  im¬ 
mediate  presence  of  God. 
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The  remainder  of  that  day  was  spent  in  drying  the 
furs  that  had  been  wetted,  and  in  repairing  the  damaged 
boat.  Afterwards  we  continued  our  voyage,  which, 
without  further  accident,  terminated  at  length  on  the 
shores  of  Hudson’s  Bay. 


Richard  Clay  &  Sons,  Limitilh, 

BREAD  STREET  HlLL,  E.C.,  AND 
BUNGAY,  SUFFOLK. 


Gift  Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 


WRITTEN  BY  THE  BEST  AUTHORS 
ILLUSTRATED  BY  THE  BEST  ARTISTS 
BEAUTIFULLY  PRINTED  AND  BOUND 

THE  HERBERT  STRANG  SERIES 

Boys  who  read  Mr.  Strang's  works  have  not  merely  the  advantage  of  perusing 
enthralling  and  wholesome  tales,  but  they  are  also  absorbing  sound  and  trustworthy 
information  of  the  men  and  times  about  which  they  are  reading." — Daily  Telegraph . 


Rob  the  A  Story  of  the  Fight  for  Canada.  With  Coloured 
|3  .  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  Margetson,  and  Three  Maps. 

ivangGI  .  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  olivine  edges.  6/- 

“  Well  written,  ably  constructed,  and  with  an  open-air  vigour  about  it,  the  story  should 
be  a  great  favourite.” — The  Tribune. 

Great,  and  thrilling  adventures,  and  more  attempt  at  characterisation  than  usually 
-^companies  a  story  of  incident.” — A  theneeum. 


One  of  ...  . 
Clive’s  Heroes  : 


A  Story  of  the  Fight  for  India.  With 
Illustrations  by  W.  Rainey,  R.I.,  and 
Maps.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  olivine 
edges.  6/- 


“  An  absorbing  story.  ..  .  .  The  narrative  not  only  thrills,  but  also  weaves  skilfully  out 
of  fact  and  fiction  a  clear  impression  of  our  fierce  slruggle  for  India.” — A  then  mum. 


With  Drake  on  the  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Archibald 
c*  •  k  •  Webb.  With  Maps.  Crown  8vo, 

upaniSil  Main  •  cloth  extra,  olivine  edges.  5/- 

“  Mr.  Herbert  Strang  bids  fair  to  become  to  the  present  what  the  late  G.  A.  Henty 
was  to  the  past  generation  of  young  folk;  in  fact  his  stirring  romances,  though,  like 
Henty’s,  worked  up  on  a  sound  historical  basis,  are  far  better  written.  Two  splendid 
books  from  his  pen  are  ‘  With  Drake  on  the  Spanish  Main,’  a  thrilling  story  of  the 
adventures  by  sea  and  land  of  one  Dennis  Hazelrig,  and  ‘  Rob  the  Ranger,’  a  book  that 
every  English  boy  and  girl  ought  to  read  and  revel  in.” — The  Lady. 


King  of 
the  Air : 


or,  to  Morocco  on  an  Airship.  With  Coloured  Illus¬ 
trations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth.  2/6 


“One  of  the  best  boy’s  stories  we  have  ever  read.” — Morning  Leader. 

“  Mr.  Herbert  Strang  has  written  many  capital  stories  for  boys,  but  he  has  probably 
written  none  more  fascinating  than  his  latest,  1  King  of  the  Air.’  Both  airships  and 
Morocco  are  much  in  the  public  eye  at  present,  and  the  youngster  who  reads  Mr.  Stranc’s 
book  will  lay  it  down  with  a  store  of  up-to-date  information,  after  having  been  delightfully 
entertained." — Scotsman. 
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HENRY  FROWDE,  Oxford  University  Press. 
HODDER  &  STOUGHTON,  20  Warwick  Square,  E.C 


Books  for  Boys  and  Girls 


For  the 
Admiral : 


By  William  J.  Marx.  Illustrated.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth.  6/- 


“  It  is  much  the  best  book  of  its  kind  sent  in  for  review  this  season,  and  stands  head 
and  shoulders  above  its  rivals.” — Academy . 


Nina’s 
Career : 


By  Christina  Gowans  Whyte.  Illustrated  in  Colour 
by  James  Durden.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  gilt  edges.  6/- 


“  We  have  been  so  badly  in  need  of  writers  for  girls  who  shall  be  in  sympathy  with  the 
modern  standard  of  intelligence,  that  we  are  grateful  for  the  advent  of  Miss  Whyte,  who 
has  not  inaptly  been  described  as  the  new  Miss  Alcott.” — Outlook. 

“  The  characters  are  such  as  one  may  see  and  meet  almost  any  day,  and  the  writer  has 
the  happy  knack  of  making  them  live  in  her  pages.” — Momi/tg  Post. 


The  Story-  By  Christina  Gowans  Whyte.  Illustrated  by 
■ra  ,  Helen  S.  Kuck.  Cloth,  gilt  edges.  61- 

BooH  Girls:  b 

This  story  won  the  ^ioo  prize  in  the  Bookman  Competition. 

“  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  Miss  Whyte  has  opened  a  new  era  in  the  history  of 
girls’  literature.  .  .  .  The  writing,  distinguished  in  itself,  is  enlivened  by  an  all-pervading 
sense  of  humour.” — Manchester  Courier. 


Tht©  House  By  Desmond  Coke,  Author  of  “The  Bending  of 
p  *  .  a  Twig,”  etc.  Large  ciown  8vo.  Coloured  Illus- 

rrelect  •  trations  by  H.  M.  Brock,  olivine  edges.  5/- 

“  Quite  the  best  school  story  of  the  year.  Mr.  Coke  has  written  a  tale  about  real  boys 
for  real  boys,  and  makes  his  hero  and  his  friends  both  gentlemen  and  lifelike.” — Morning 
Leader. 

“  Once  more  Mr.  Coke  shows  how  well  he  can  paint  boy  life  in  a  great  English  public 
school,  and  those  who  read  his  tale  will  not  fail  to  recognise  its  truthfulness  or  be  charmed 
with  its  wealth  of  incident.” — Westminster  Gazette. 


The  Pendle=  By  E.  M.  Jameson,  Author  of  “The  Pendle* 
.  tons,”  etc.  With  Coloured  Illustrations.  Crown 

ton  1  Wins  :  gVo,  olivine  edges.  5/- 

“  Miss  Jameson’s  books  are  written  with  such  humour  and  lightness  of  touch  that  they 
hold  the  young  readers,  and  not  only  amuse  but  instruct  them.” — Dundee  Courier. 


The  Pre¬ 
tenders  : 


By  Meredith  Fletcher.  A  School  Story.  Crown 
Svo,  decorated  cloth  boards,  olivine  edges.  Illustrated 
in  full  colour  by  Harold  C.  Earnshaw.  3/6 


“  Mr.  Meredith  Fletcher  is  extremely  happy  in  his  delineation  of  school  life  ” — People's 
Journal. 


“  Mr.  Meredith  Fletcher  has  a  light,  airy  style,  with  a  dash  that  makes  his  stories  for 
boys  doubly  interesting.” — Freeman  s  Journal. 

“  A  rollicking  story.  Some  of  its  situations  remind  one  of  Mr.  Anstey’s  '  Vice  Versa 
tn  their  unexpectedness.” — Yorkshire  Daily  Post. 


SOME  BOOKS  FOR 
BOYS  AND  GIRLS 

STOllIgS 

HERBERT  STRANG  LUCAS  MALET 
DESMOND  COKE  CHRISTINA  G.  WHYTE 

CAPTAIN  GILSON  ANNA  CHAPIN  RAY 

6TC..  6TC. 


ILL  US  T%Jl  T£T)  £Y 


W.  H.  MARGETSON 
CYRUS  CUNEO 
H.  M.  BROCK 

6TC., 


DUDLEY  TENNANT 
CHARLES  E.  BROCK 
JAMES  DURDEN 

6TC. 


“The  combination  of  Mr.  Henry  Frowde  and  Messrs.  Hodder  and  Stoughton 
for  the  publication  of  books  for  boys  and  girls  is  one  for  which  the  buyers,  no  less 
than  the  readers,  of  Christmas  literature  have  every  reason  to  be  pleased.  It  will 
provide  both  these  interested  parties  with  some  of  the  best  equipped,  as  well  as 
most  interesting,  volumes  of  the  season.” — Glasgow  Herald. 

“The  publishing  houses  of  Mr.  Henry  Frowde  and  Messrs.  Hodder  and 
Stoughton  have  joined  forces  in  the  publication  of  a  number  of  stories,  with 
altogether  agreeable  results.  The  volumes  are  elegantly  bound,  boldly  printed, 
and  cleverly  illustrated/’ — Newcastle  Chronicle . 

11  Quite  a  new  and  original  series  of  books  for  the  young  .  .  .  have  been 
brought  out  this  season  by  Messrs.  Henry  Frowde  and  Hodder  and  Stoughton, 
and  readers  may  be  quite  certain  that  any  volume  brought  out  by  these  firms  is 
fit  for  family  reading.” — Lady's  Pictorial. 


London  : 

HENRY  FROWDE  and  HODDER  &  STOUGHTON 


BOOKS  FOR  BOYS 


“  Boys  who  read  Mr.  Strang's  works  have  not  merely  the  advantage 
of  perusing  enthralling  and  wholesome  tales ,  hut  they  are  also 
absorbing  sound  and  trustworthy  information  of  the  men  and  times 
about  which  they  are  reading — Daily  Telegraph. 


“  He  has  won  for  himself  a  reputation  at  least  as  high  as  that  of  Mr.  Henty 
by  work  far  more  earnest  and  sincere.” — Speaker ,  Dec.  8,  1906. 

“  Herbert  Strang  tells  a  story  as  well  as  Henty  told  it,  and  his  style  is 
much  more  finished.” — Saturday  Review ,  Dec.  8,  1906. 

By  HERBERT  STRANG 

T-Ti  1  m r\ln rptr  Rnlrl  •  His  Chances  and  Mischances  by  Land  and 
1  J.  U  Llipill  UU1U  .  Sea.  mustrated  in  Colour  by  W.  H.  Mar- 

getson.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  6s. 

In  this  story  are  recounted  the  many  adventures  that  befell  Mr.  Humphrey 
Bold  of  Shrewsbury,  from  the  time  when,  a  puny  slip  of  a  boy,  he  was 
befriended  by  Joe  Punchard,  the  cooper’s  apprentice  (who  nearly  shook  the 
life  out  of  his  tormentor,  Cyrus  Vetch,  by<  rolling  him  down  the  Wyle  Cop 
in  a  barrel),  to  the  day  when,  grown  into  a  sturdy  young  giant,  he  sailed  into 
Plymouth  Sound  as  first  lieutenant  of  the  Bristol  frigate.  The  intervening 
chapters  teem  with  exciting  incidents,  telling  of  sea  fights  with  that  redoubt¬ 
able  privateer  Duguay  Trouin,  of  Humphrey’s  escape  from  a  French  prison  ; 
of  his  voyage  to  the  West  Indies  and  all  the  perils  he  encountered  there  ; 
together  with  an  account  of  the  active  service  he  saw  under  that  grim  old 
English  seaman,  Admiral  Benbow.  Humphrey  relates  his  experiences  with 
a  directness  and  a  modesty  that  are  sure  to  make  him  a  favourite  with  all  who 
follow  his  fortunes  to  the  end. 

***  A  Special  Presentation  Edition  of  this  book  is  published  on  large  paper, 
in  a  handsome  cover,  with  illuminated  end-papers,  and  illustrations  mounted, 
price  7s.  6d.  net,  in  a  decorated  box. 

"D  pvK  flip  R  inffPr  •  A  Story  of  the  Fight  for  Canada.  Illus- 
J.VLJU  lieu  .  trated  in  Colour  by  W.  H.  Margetson,  and 

three  Maps.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  6s. 

Rob  Somers,  son  of  an  English  settler  in  New  York  State,  sets  out  with 
Lone  Pete,  a  trapper,  in  pursuit  of  an  Indian  raiding  party  which  has  de¬ 
stroyed  his  home  and  carried  off  his  younger  brother.  He  is  captured  and 
taken  to  Quebec,  where  he  finds  his  brother  in  strange  circumstances,  and 
escapes  with  him  in  the  dead  of  the  winter,  in  company  with  a  little  band  of 
stout-hearted  New  Englanders.  They  are  pursued  over  snow  and  ice,  and 
in  a  log  hut  beside  Lake  Champlain  maintain  a  desperate  struggle  against  a 
larger  force  of  French,  Indians,  and  half-breeds,  ultimately  reaching  Fort 
Edward  in  safety. 

***  A  Special  Presentation  Volume  of  this  book  is  published,  on  large 
paper,  in  a  handsome  cover,  with  illuminated  end-papers,  and  illustrations 
mounted,  price  7s.  6d.  net,  in  a  decorated  box. 

Glasgow  Herald. — “  If  there  had  ever  been  the  least  doubt  as  to 

Mr.  Herbert  Strang’s  pre-eminence  as  a  writer  of  boys’  books,  it  would 

be  very  effectually  banished  by  this  latest  work  of  his.” 
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Herbert  Strang’s  Annual  :  & 

plete  stories  by  the  best  writers  of  the  day,  articles  on  all  kinds  of  subjects 
interesting  to  boys,  with  8  plates  in  full  colour,  mounted,  and  numerous 
illustrations  in  two-colour  and  black  and  white. 


Some  of  the  Contents. 

“CAPTAIN  Q.”  By  Herbert  Strang. 

“HOW  TO  KEEP  FIT.”  By  Gilbert  L.  Jessop. 

“  THE  RAID.”  By  Desmond  Coke. 

“PRISONERS  ON  A  POLAR  ISLE.”  By  Gordon  Stables. 
“HIS  FATHER’S  HONOUR.”  By  Captain  Gilson. 

“THE  LATEST  IN  SHIPS.”  By  Frank  H.  Mason,  R.B.A. 

“  STAMP  COLLECTING.”  By  E.  J.  Nankivell. 

&c.,  & c. 

Cloth,  olivine  edges,  5S.  net.  Picture  boards,  cloth  back,  3s.  6d.  net. 


One  of  Clive’s  Heroes :  V°Ct. 

R.I.,  and  Maps.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  6s. 


Desmond  Burke  goes  out  to  India  to  seek  his  fortune,  and  is  sold  by  a  false 
friend  of  his,  one  Marmaduke  Diggle,  to  the  famous  Pirate  of  Gheria.  But 
he  escapes,  runs  away  with  one  of  the  Pirate’s  own  vessels,  and  meets 
Colonel  Clive,  whom  he  assists  to  capture  the  Pirate’s  stronghold.  His 
subsequent  adventures  on  the  other  side  of  India — how  he  saves  a  valuable 
cargo  of  his  friend,  Mr.  Merriman,  assists  Clive  in  his  fights  against  Sirajud- 
daula,  and  rescues  Mr.  Merriman’s  wife  and  daughter  from  the  clutches  of 
Diggle — are  told  with  great  spirit  and  humour.  Mr.  Strang  lived  for  several 
years  in  India,  and  tells  a  great  deal  about  the  country,  the  natives,  and  their 
ways  of  life  which  he  saw  with  his  own  eyes. 

Athenceum. — “  An  absorbing  story.  .  .  .  The  narrative ’not  only  thrills, 
but  also  weaves  skilfully  out  of  fact  and  fiction  a  clear  impression  of  our 
fierce  struggle  for  India.” 


Samba 


A  Story  of  the  Rubber  Slaves  of  the  Congo.  Illustrated  by 
W.  Rainey,  R.I.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  5s. 


The  first  work  of  fiction  in  which  the  cause  of  the  hapless  Congo  native  is 
championed. 

Standard. — “  It  was  an  excellent  idea  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Herbert  Strang 
to  write  a  story  about  the  treatment  of  the  natives  in  the  Congo  Free 
State.  .  .  .  Mr.  Strang  has  a  big  following  among  English  boys,  and 
anything  he  chooses  to  write  is  sure  to  receive  their  appreciative  attention.” 

Journal  of  Education. — “We  are  glad  that  a  writer  who  has  already  won 
for  himself  a  reputation  for  good  and  vigorous  work  should  have  taken  up 
the  cause  of  the  rubber  slaves  of  the  Congo.  ” 


Scotsman. — “  Mr.  Herbert  Strang  has  written  not  a  few  admirable  books 
for  boys,  but  none  likely  to  make  a  more  profound  impression  than  his  new 
story  of  this  year.” 
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By  HERBERT  STRANG 

Barclay  of  the  Guides  :  ,'h'  “Ji"  ”“"1 

Koekkokk.  With  Maps.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  5s. 

Of  all  our  Native  Indian  regiments  the  Guides  have  probably  the  most 
glorious  traditions.  They  were  among  the  few  who  remained  true  to  their  salt 
during  the  trying  days  of  the  great  Mutiny,  vying  in  gallantry  and  devotion 
with  our  best  British  regiments.  The  story  tells  how  James  Barclay,  after  a 
strange  career  in  Afghanistan,  becomes  associated  with  this  famous  regiment, 
and  though  young  in  years,  bears  a  man’s  part  in  the  great  march  to  Delhi,  the 
capture  of  the  royal  city,  and  the  suppression  of  the  Mutiny. 


With  Dfclkc  Oil  the  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Archibald 
,  1  ,  Webb.  With  Maps.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 

Spanish  Dfiain.  elegant,  olivine  edges,  5s. 

A  rousing  story  of  adventure  by  sea  and  land.  The  hero,  Dennis  Hazelrig, 
is  cast  ashore  on  an  island  in  the  Spanish  Main,  the  sole  survivor  of  a  band  of 
adventurers  from  Plymouth.  He  lives  for  some  time  with  no  companion  but 
a  spider  monkey,  but  by  a  series  of  remarkable  incidents  he  gathers  about  him 
a  numerous  band  of  escaped  slaves  and  prisoners,  English,  French  and  native  ; 
captures  a  Spanish  fort;  fights  a  Spanish  galleon;  meets  Francis  Drake,  and 
accompanies  him  in  his  famous  adventures  on  the  Isthmus  of  Panama  ;  and 
finally  reaches  England  the  possessor  of  much  treasure.  The  author  has,  as 
usual,  devoted  much  pains  to  characterisation,  and  every  boy  will  delight  in 
Amos  Turnpenny,  Tom  Copstone,  and  other  bold  men  of  Devon,  and  in 
Mirandola,  the  monkey. 

The  Lady. — “Mr.  Herbert  Strang  bids  fair  to  become  to  the  present  what 
the  late  G.  A.  Henty  was  to  the  past  generation  of  young  folk  ;  in  fact  his 
stirring  romances,  though,  like  Henty’s,  worked  up  on  a  sound  historical 
basis,  are  far  better  written.  Two  splendid  books  from  his  pen  are  ‘  With 
Drake  on  the  Spanish  Main,’  a  thrilling  story  of  the  adventures  by  sea  and 
land  of  one  Dennis  Hazelrig,  and  ‘  Rob  the  Ranger,’  a  book  that  every 
English  boy  and  girl  ought  to  read  and  revel  in.” 

School  Guardian. — “  Another  of  Mr.  Herbert  Strang’s  masterful  stories  of 
adventure  and  romance.” 


Lord  of  the  Seas : 


A  Story  of  a  Submarine,  Illustrated  in 
Colour.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 


The  present  day  is  witnessing  a  simultaneous  attack  by  scientific  investigation 
on  the  problems  of  aerial  and  submarine  locomotion.  In  his  book  “  King  of 
the  Air  ”  Mr.  Strang  gave  us  a  romance  ef  modern  aeronautics.  In  “  Lord  of 
the  Seas  ”  we  have  a  companion  volume  dealing  with  the  marvels  of  submarine 
navigation. 
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By  HERBERT  STRANG 

TCinrr  of  Air*  or.  To  Morocco  on  an  Airship.  Illustrated 

U1  111C  -rxll  .  in  Colour  by  W.  E.  Webster.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

In  this  story  (Mr.  Herbert  Strang’s  second  half-crown  book)  the  young  hero, 
having  a  strong  turn  for  mechanical  invention,  contrives  a  machine  that 
represents  a  great  advance  on  what  has  previously  been  accomplished  in  the 
direction  of  aerial  navigation.  He  has  nearly  perfected  his  invention  when  a 
British  diplomatist  is  captured  by  tribesmen  in  Morocco,  and  his  assistance  is 
invoked  in  order  to  rescue  the  captive  without  negotiations  that  may  involve 
international  difficulties.  The  story  tells  of  the  exciting  and  amusing  adven¬ 
tures  that  befell  him  and  his  companions  in  their  perilous  mission,  and  re¬ 
introduces  a  popular  character  (in  Mr.  Strang’s  earlier  book,  “  Kobo”)  in  the 
person  of  Herr  Hildebrand  Schwab. 

Morning  Leader. — “  One  of  the  best  boys’  stories  we  have  ever  read.” 

Topb  T-Ta  Yc\\T  •  or>  A  Hundred  Years  Ago.  Illustrated  by  W. 

J  J- xa.  ^iy  .  rAINEYj  r.I.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

The  old  smuggling  days  !  What  visions  are  called  up  by  the  name— of 
stratagems,  and  caves,  and  secret  passages,  and  ding-dong  fights  between 
sturdy  seamen  and  dashing  King’s  officers  !  It  is  in  these  brave  days  of  old 
that  Mr.  Herbert  Strang  has  laid  the  scenes  of  his  story  “Jack  Hardy.” 
Jack  is  a  bold  young  middy  who,  in  the  course  of  his  duty  to  the  King,  falls 
into  all  manner  of  difficulties  and  dangers  :  has  unpleasant  experiences  in  a 
French  prison,  escapes  by  sheer  daring  and  ingenuity,  and  turns  the  tables  on 
his  captors  in  a  way  that  will  make  every  British  boy’s  heart  glow. 

Athemzum. — “  Herbert  Strang  is  second  to  none  in  graphic  power  and 
veracity.  .  .  .  Here  is  the  best  of  characterisation  in  bold  outline.” 


HERBERT  STRANG'S  HISTORICAL  SERIES 


This  new  series  is  quite  unique.  Its  aim  is  to  encourage  a  taste  for  history 
in  boys  and  girls  up  to  fourteen  years  of  age  by  giving  all  the  important  events 
and  movements  of  a  reign  or  period  intermingled  with  a  rousing  story  of 
adventure.  While  the  stories  are  worth  reading  for  their  own  sakes,  they  are 
also  worth  reading — especially  on  the  eve  of  an  examination — by  a  boy  or  girl 
who  in  class  or  in  school  text-book  has  worked  up  the  “  dry  history  ”  of  the 
period.  Each  volume  contains,  besides  the  story,  a  general  summary,  a  chrono¬ 
logical  list  of  important  events,  and  a  map.  Much  care  has  been  devoted  to 
the  “get-up”  of  these  books.  They  contain  about  160  pages  each,  with  four 
beautiful  illustrations  in  full  colour,  and  are  issued  in  two  styles : — 

(a)  As  Reward  Books,  in  cloth,  with  coloured  cover  design,  Is.  6d. 

(b)  As  Supplementary  School  Readers,  Is. 


Lion  Heart 


A  Story  of  the  Reign  of  Richard  I.  Illustrated  by 
Archibald  Webb. 


Claud  the  Archer  : 


A  Story  of  the  Reign  of  Henry  V. 
Illustrated  by  Archibald  Webb. 
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HERBERT  STRANG'S  HISTORICAL  SERIES  continued 


One  of  Rupert’s  Horse  : 

Archibald  Webb. 

With  the  Black  Prince  : 

Archibald  Webb. 


A  Story  of  the  Reign  of 
Charles  I.  Illustrated  by 

A  Story  of  the  Reign  of 
Edward  III.  Illustrated  by 


A  Mariner  of  England  : 

by  Archibald  Webb. 


With  Marlborough 
to  Malplaquet : 


A  Story  of  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne. 
Illustrated  by  J.  H.  Sutcliffe. 


Practical  Teacher. — “These  Stories,  which  are  bright  and  stirring,  are 
sufficiently  simple  to  be  within  the  grasp  of  the  children,  the  descriptions  of 
life  and  manners  are  accurate,  and  the  history  of  the  period  is  interwoven 
in  a  skilful  manner.” 


By  CAPTAIN  CHARLES  GILSON,  D.s.O. 

T  nef  Pnliirrm  •  A  Story  of  the  Boxer  Rebellion.  Illustrated 
CiUt  Ulllll  .  jn  Colour  by  Cyrus  Cuneo.  With  Map. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  6s. 

At  the  outbreak  of  the  great  Boxer  Rebellion  in  China,  Gerald  Wood,  the 
hero  of  this  story,  was  living  with  his  mother  and  brother  at  Milton  Towers, 
just  outside  Tientsin.  When  the  storm  broke  and  Tientsin  was  cut  off  from 
the  rest  of  the  world,  the  occupants  of  Milton  Towers  made  a  gallant  defence, 
but  were  compelled  by  force  of  numbers  to  retire  into  the  town.  Then 
Gerald  determined  to  go  in  quest  of  the  relief  column  under  Admiral 
Seymour.  He  carried  his  life  in  his  hands,  and  on  more  than  one  occasion 
came  within  an  ace  of  losing  it ;  but  he  managed  to  reach  his  goal  in  safety, 
and  was  warmly  commended  by  the  Admiral  on  his  achievement.  The  author 
has  found  opportunity  in  this  record  of  stirring  events  for  some  excellent 
characterisation,  and,  among  others,  the  matter-of-fact  James,  Mr.  Wang,  and 
Mr.  Midshipman  Tite  will  be  found  diverting  in  the  extreme. 


By  WILLIAM  J.  MARX 


For  the  Admiral. 


Illustrated.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  6s. 


The  brave  Huguenot  Admiral  Coligny  is  one  of  the  heroes  of  French  history. 
Edmond  le  Blanc,  the  son  of  a  Huguenot  gentleman,  undertakes  to  convey  a 
secret  letter  of  warning  to  Coligny,  and  the  adventures  he  meets  with  on  the  way 
lead  to  his  accepting  service  in  the  Huguenot  army.  He  shares  in  the  hard 
fighting  that  took  place  in  the  neighbourhood  of  La  Rochelle,  does  excellent 
work  in  scouting  for  the  Admiral,  and  is  everywhere  that  danger  calls,  along 
with  his  friend  Roger  Braund,  a  young  Englishman  who  has  come  over  to  help 
the  cause  with  a  band  of  free-lances.  This  story  won  the  j£ioo  prize  offered 
by  the  Bookman  for  the  best  story  for  boys. 
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By  DESMOND  COKE. 

The  Bending  of  a  Twig.  £ 

gant,  olivine  edges,  5s. 

When  .‘‘The  Bending  of  a  Twig”  was  first  published  it  was  hailed  by  com¬ 
petent  critics  as  the  finest  school  story  that  had  appeared  since  “  Tom  Brown.” 
Then,  however,  it  was  purely  a  story  about  boys  ;  now  Mr.  Coke  has  enlarged 
and  partly  rewritten  it,  and  made  it  more  attractive  to  schoolboy  readers.  It 
is  a  vivid  picture  of  life  in  a  modern  public  school.  The  hero,  Lycidas  Marsh, 
enters  Shrewsbury  without  having  previously  been  to  a  preparatory  school, 
drawing  his  ideas  of  school  life  from  his  fertile  imagination  and  a  number  of 
school  stories  he  has  read.  Needless  to  say,  he  experiences  a  rude  awakening 
on  commencing  his  new  career,  for  the  life  differs  vastly  from  what  he  had  been 
led  to  expect.  Elis  burning  desire  to  distinguish  himself  leads  him  to  make  a 
number  of  ludicrous  mistakes,  notably  when  he  endeavours  to  thrash  a  big 
good-natured  fellow  under  the  impression  that  he  is  the  school  bully.  How 
Lycidas  finds  his  true  level  in  this  new  world  and  worthily  maintains  the 
Salopian  tradition  is  the  theme  of  this  most  entrancing  book. 

Standard. — “  A  real,  live  school  story  that  carries  conviction  in  every  line.” 

Outlook.—'1  Mr.  Desmond  Coke  has  given  us  one  of  the  best  accounts  of 
public  school  life  that  we  possess.  .  .  .  Among  books  of  its  kind  ‘  The 
Bending  of  a  Twig  ’  deserves  to  become  a  classic.” 


The  House  Prefect. 

Colour  by  H.  M.  Brock 


By  Desmond  Coke,  author  of  “The 
Bending  of  a  Twig,”  &c.  Illustrated  in 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  5s. 


This  story  of  the  life  at  Sefton,  a  great  English  public  school,  mainly 
revolves  around  the  trouble  in  which  Bob  Manders,  new-made  house  prefect, 
finds  himself,  owing  to  a  former  alliance  with  the  two  wild  spirits  whom,  in 
the  interests  of  the  house,  it  now  his  chief  task  to  suppress.  In  particular 
does  the  spirited  exploit  with  which  it  opens — the  whitewashing  by  night  of 
a  town  statue  and  the  smashing  of  certain  school  property — raise  itself 
against  him,  next  term,  when  he  has  been  set  in  authority.  His  -two  former 
friends  persist  in  still  regarding  him  as  an  ally,  bound  to  them  by  their  common 
secret ;  and,  in  a  sense,  he  is  attracted  to  their  enterprises,  for  in  becoming 
prefect  he  does  not  cease  to  be  a  boy.  It  is  a  great  duel  this,  fought  in  the 
studies,  the  dormitories,  upon  the  field ;  and  Bob  at  the  last  is  only  rescued  by 
the  chance  intervention  of  the  headmaster,  who,  in  his  wild  threats  against  an 
unknown  culprit  (found  afterwards  to  be  his  own  son),  has  come  to  learn  how 
much  awkward  embarrassment  may  spring  from  an  ill-considered  action.  But 
even  when  Bob  is  freed  from  his  false  position  and  has  shown  himself  a 
strong  house  prefect  there  remains  the  question  of  his  popularity.  Ele  feels 
that  he  has  acted  meanly.  Will  Sefton  think  so?  That  is  answered  in  the 
county  match,  where  an  exciting  incident  combines  with  the  hard-fought 
steeplechase  to  form  the  sporting  interests  of  the  story. 

World. — “Quite  one  of  the  books  of  the  season.  Mr.  Desmond  Coke 
has  proved  himself  a  master.” 

Morning  Leader.  —  “Quite  the  best  school  story  of  the  year.” 
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By  A.  C.  CURTIS 
The  Good  Sword  Belgarde  :  S;  "tow 

trations  by  W.  H.  C.  Groo.me.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  5s. 

This  is  the  story  of  Arnold  Gyffard  and  John  Wotton,  pages  to  Sir  Philip 
Daubeney,  in  the  days  when  Prince  Lewis  the  Lion  invaded  England  and 
strove  to  win  it  from  King  John.  It  tells  of  their  journey  to  Dover  through  a 
country  swarming  with  foreign  troops,  and  of  many  desperate  fights  by  the  way. 
In  one  of  these  Arnold  wins  from  a  French  knight  the  good  sword  Belgarde, 
which  he  uses  to  such  good  purpose  as  to  make  his  name  feared.  Then  follows 
the  great  siege  of  Dover,  full  of  exciting  incident,  when  by  his  gallant  defence 
Hubert  de  Burgh  keeps  the  key  to  England  out  of  the  Frenchman’s  grasp. 
Later,  Arnold  and  John  learn  seamanship  from  Mat  Archer  and  shrewd 
Will  Wynkyn ;  and  at  last,  in  the  great  sea  fight  of  St.  Bartholomew’s  Day, 
the  French  are  finally  defeated,  and  our  two  heroes  win  knighthood. 


By  GEORGE  SURREY 


Mid  Clash  of  Swords 


A  Story  of  the  Sack  of  Rome. 
Coloured  Illustrations  by  T.  C. 


Dugdale.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  olivine  edges,  5s. 


In  the  sixteenth  century,  when  Italy  was  torn  with  internecine  war  and  over¬ 
run  with  foreign  invaders,  her  peaceful  villages  and  vineyards  were  the  scene 
of  many  a  fierce  battle  and  many  a  heroic  deed.  None  more  so,  however, 
than  some  of  those  recounted  in  this  story.  Wilfrid  Salkeld,  a  young  English¬ 
man  whose  father  had  lost  his  life  at  the  battle  of  Ravenna,  flees  from  Rome 
as  the  result  of  a  quarrel  with  an  Italian,  and  he  travels  hither  and  thither  in 
the  hope  of  finding  some  service  to  which  he  can  devote  himself.  He  has 
been  trained  to  arms,  and  as  a  swordsman  is  second  to  none  in  Italy.  He 
enters  the  employ  of  Giuliano  de’  Medici,  the  virtual  ruler  of  Florence,  whom 
he  serves  with  a  zeal  that  that  faint-hearted  man  does  not  deserve ;  he  meets 
Giovanni  the  Invincible  ;  and  makes  friends  with  the  great  Benvenuto  Cellini. 
He  has  many  a  fierce  tussle  with  German  mercenaries  and  Italian  robbers,  as 
well  as  with  those  whose  jealousy  he  arouses  by  his  superior  skill  in  arms. 
His  great  friend  and  ally  during  his  travels  is  his  horse,  and  on  more  than  one 
occasion  he  owes  his  life  to  Prince’s  sagacity  and  fleetness  of  foot. 


By  MEREDITH  FLETCHER 

nrVlP  ErpfPnrUrQ  With  Coloured  Illustrations  by  Harold  C. 

J.  I1C  JT  I  CLC11U.CI  o.  Earnshaw.  Crown  8vo,  olivine  edges,  3s.  6d. 

A  tale  of  twin-brothers  at  Daneborough  School.  Tommy  Duirant  (the 
narrator)  has  been  a  boarder  for  about  a  year,  when  Peter  arrives  upon  the 
scene  as  a  day-boy.  The  latter’s  ill-health  has  prevented  him  joining  the 
school  before,  and,  being  a  harum-scarum  youngster,  his  vagaries  plunge 
Tommy  into  hot  water  straight  away.  The  following  week,  unaware  of  all 
the  mischief  he  has  made,  the  newcomer,  who  lives  with  an  aunt,  urges  his 
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twin  to  change  places  one  night  for  a  spree.  Tommy  rashly  consents,  and 
his  experiences  while  pretending  to  be  Feter  prove  both  unexpected  and 
exciting.  Owing  to  his  twin’s  erratic  behaviour  at  the  school  his  affairs 
become  so  terribly  tangled  that  he  soon  has  cause  to  bitterly  repent  the 
escapade. 

People's  Journal. — “Mr.  Meredith  Fletcher  is  extremely  happy  in  his 
delineation  of  school  life.” 

THE  ROMANCE  SERIES 

Crown  8vo,  illustrated,  5S.  each. 

By  EDWARD  FRASER 
The  Romance  of  the  King’s  Navy. 

“  The  Romance  of  the  King’s  Navy”  is  intended  to  give  boys  of  to-day  an 
idea  of  some  of  the  notable  events  that  have  happened  under  the  White 
Ensign  within  the  past  few  years.  There  is  no  other  book  of  the  kind  in 
existence.  It  begins  with  incidents  afloat  during  the  Crimean  War,  when 
their  grandfathers  were  boys  themselves,  and  brings  the  story  down  to  a  year 
ago,  with  the  startling  adventure  at  Spithead  of  Submarine  B4.  One  chapter 
tells  the  exciting  story  of  “How  the  Navy’s  V.C.’s  have  been  won,”  the 
deeds  of  the  various  heroes  being  brought  all  together  here  in  one  connected 
narrative  for  the  first  time. 

Westminster  Gazette. — “  Mr.  Fraser  knows  his  facts  well,  and  has  set 
them  out  in  an  extremely  interesting  and  attractive  way.” 

By  A.  B.  TUCKER 
The  Romance  of  the  King’s  Army. 

A  companion  volume  to  “The  Romance  of  the  King’s  Navy,”  telling  again 
in  glowing  language  the  most  inspiring  incidents  in  the  glorious  history  of  our 
land  forces.  The  charge  of  the  21st  Lancers  at  Omdurman,  the  capture  of  the 
Dargai  heights,  the  saving  of  the  guns  at  Maiwand,  are  a  few  of  the  great 
stories  of  heroism  and  devotion  that  appear  in  this  stirring  volume. 

By  LILIAN  QUILLER-COUCH 
The  Romance  of  Every  Day. 

Here  is  a  bookful  of  romance  and  heroism  ;  true  stories  of  men,  women,  and 
children  in  early  centuries  and  modern  times  who  took  the  opportunities  which 
came  into  their  everyday  lives  and  found  themselves  heroes ;  civilians  who, 
without  beat  of  drum  or  smoke  of  battle,  without  special  training  or  words  of 
encouragement,  performed  deeds  worthy  to  be  written  in  letters  of  gold. 

Bristol  Daily  Mercury. — “These  stories  are  bound  to  encourage  and 
inspire  young  readers  to  perform  heroic  actions.  ” 
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By  E.  E.  SPEIGHT  and 

R.  MORTON  NANCE 

The  Romance  of  the  Merchant  Venturers. 
Britain’s  Sea  Story. 

These  two  books  are  full  of  true  tales  as  exciting  as  any  to  be  found  in  the 
story  books,  and  at  every  few  pages  there  is  a  fine  illustration,  in  colour  or 
black  and  white,  of  one  of  the  stirring  incidents  described  in  the  text. 


BOOKS  FOR  GIRLS 


By  CHRISTINA  GOWANS  WHYTE 

A/fa  c  Illustrated  in  colour  by  James  Durden. 

-‘■V'-'  iVXdCIGvJClo  .  Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Like  the  Leightons  and  the  Howards,  the  Macleods  are  another  of  those 
delightful  families  whose  doings,  as  described  by  Miss  Whyte,  make  such 
entertaining  reading.  Each  of  the  Five  Macleods  possesses  an  individuality  of 
her  own.  Elspeth  is  the  eldest— sixteen,  with  her  hair  “  very  nearly  up  ” — 
and  her  lovable  nature  makes  her  a  favourite  with  everyone ;  she  is  fol¬ 
lowed  in  point  of  age  by  the  would-be  masterful  Winifred  (otherwise  Winks) 
and  the  independent  Lil ;  while  little  Babs  and  Dorothy  bring  up  the  rear. 
They  live  the  year  round  at  Lochmyle,  a  delightful  Scotch  village  where  every¬ 
one  knows  everyone  else.  Then  one  day  the  Conqueror  sets  down  on  the 
shores  of  Loch  Myle  Madeline  Delaforce,  who  seems  so  magnificent  to  the 
Macleod  girls.  Her  coming  makes  a  difference  in  their  lives  in  that  it  brings 
about  their  introduction  to  Donavon,  the  big  house  which  they  have  always 
regarded  as  a  sort  of  enchanted  palace  ;  while  the  Hodges  and  Miss  Hoggerty 
and  Mr.  Veitch  (  “the  Bishop”  )  all  play  a  part  in  shaping  the  destinies  of 
the  Five  Macleods. 


Nina’s  Career. 


Illustrated  in  colour  by  James  Durden.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


The  modern  Louisa  Alcott  !  That  is  the  title  that  critics  in  England  and 
America  have  bestowed  on  Miss  Christina  Cowans  Whyte,  whose  “Story- 
Book  Girls”  they  declare  to  be  the  best  girls’  story  since  “  Little  Women.” 
Mrs.  E.  Nesbit,  author  of  “  The  Would-be  Goods,”  in  likening  Miss  Whyte 
to  Louisa  Alcott,  wrote  :  “  This  is  high  praise — but  not  too  high.”  “  Nina’s 
Career  ”  tells  delightfully  of  a  large  family  of  girls  and  boys,  children  of  Sir 
Christopher  Floward,  the  famous  surgeon.  Friends  of  the  Howards  are 
Nina  Wentworth,  who  lives  with  three  aunts,  and  Gertrude  Mannering. 
Gertrude,  because  she  is  the  daughter  of  the  Mrs.  Mannering  and  grand¬ 
daughter  of  a  peer,  is  conscious  of  always  missing  in  her  life  that  which 
makes  the  lives  of  the  Howards  so  joyous  and  full.  They  may  have 
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“careers”  ;  she  must  go  to  Court  and  through  the  wearying  treadmill  of  the 
rich  girls.  The  Howards  get  engaged,  marry,  go  into  hospitals,  study  in 
art  schools  ;  and  in  the  end  Gertrude  also  achieves  happiness. 

Outlook. — “We  have  been  so  badly  in  need  of  writers  for  girls  who 
shall  be  in  sympathy  with  the  modern  standard  of  intelligence,  that  we  are 
grateful  for  the  advent  of  Miss  Whyte,  who  has  not  inaptly  been  described 
as  the  new  Miss  Alcott.” 


By  Christina  Gowans  Whytb. 
Illustrated  by  Helen  S.  Kuck. 


Cloth  elegant,  6s. 

This  story  won  the  ^100  prize  in  the  Bookman  competition. 

The  Leightons  are  a  charming  family.  There  is  Mabel,  the  beauty,  hei 
nature  strength  and  sweetness  mingled ;  and  Jean,  the  downright,  blunt, 
uncompromising ;  and  Elma,  the  sympathetic,  who  champions  everybody, 
and  has  a  weakness  for  long  words.  And  there  is  Cuthbert,  too,  the  clever 
brother.  Cuthbert  is  responsible  for  a  good  deal,  for  he  saves  Adelaide 
Maud  from  an  accident,  and  brings  the  Story-Book  Girls  into  the  story. 
Every  girl  who  reads  this  book  will  become  acquainted  with  some  of  the 
realest,  truest,  best  people  in  recent  fiction. 

Manchester  Courier.  —  “  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  Miss  Whyte  has 
opened  a  new  era  in  the  history  of  girls’  literature.  .  .  .  The  writing, 
distinguished  in  itself,  is  enlivened  by  an  all-pervading  sense  of  humour.” 


A  NEW  ALBUM  FOR  GIRLS 


Qr'Kinnlrla  VC  *  An  album  in  which  girls  can  keep  a  record  of 
UtllUUlUdJ  S  .  their  schooldays.  In  order  that  the  entries  may 

be  neat  and  methodical,  certain  pages  have  been  allotted  to  various  different 
subjects,  such  as  Addresses,  Friends,  Books,  Matches,  Birthdays,  Concerts, 
Holidays,  Theatricals,  Presents,  Prizes  and  Certificates,  and  so  on.  The 
album  contains  1 12  pages,  and  is  beautifully  illustrated  and  decorated  throughout. 

In  three  forms  :  Padded  Leather,  6s.  net ;  Leather  (or  Parchment  tied  with 
ribbon),  5s.  net ;  Cloth,  olivine  edges,  2s.  6d.  net. 


By  WINIFRED  M.  LETTS. 
Bridget  of  All  Work.  5s.'ol“r  by  J“‘s 


The  scene  of  the  greater  part  of  this  story  is  laid  in  Lancashire,  and  the 
author  has  chosen  her  heroine  from  among  those  who  know  what  it  is  to  feel 
the  pinch  of  want  and  strive  loyally  to  combat  it.  There  is  a  charm  about 
Bridget  Joy,  moving  deftly  among  the  well-worn  but  brightly  scoured 
furniture  of  her  beloved  kitchen,  keeping  a  light  heart  under  the  most 
depressing  surroundings.  Girl  though  she  is,  it  is  her  arm  that  encircles  and 
protects  those  who  should  in  other  circumstances  have  been  her  guardians,  and 
her  brave  heart  that  enables  the  word  Home  to  retain  its  sweetness  for  those 
who  are  dependent  on  her.  When  at  length  she  comes  into  her  own  she  is 
not  spoiled  by  success  ;  and  those  who  follow  her  fortunes  to  the  end  will 
certainly  be  loth  to  part  with  Miss  Letts’  charming  heroine. 


II 


BOOKS  FOB  GIBLS 


By  E.  M.  JAMESON 
The  Pendleton  Twins.  edges’ Coloured 

A  great  number  of  little  readers  now  look  forward  eagerly  to  the  appearance 
of  further  volumes  telling  of  the  adventures  and  misadventures  of  the  Pendletons. 
This  year  the  family’s  Christmas  holidays  furnish  material  for  another  bright 
and  amusing  story.  Their  adventures  begin  the  very  day  they  leave  home. 
The  train  is  snowed  up  and  they  are  many  hours  delayed.  They  have  a 
merry  Christmas  with  plenty  of  fun  and  presents,  and  in  the  middle  of  the 
night  Bob  gives  chase  to  a  burglar.  Nora,  who  is  very  sure-footed,  goes  off  by 
herself  one  day  and  climbs  the  cliffs,  thinking  that  no  one  will  be  any  the  wiser 
until  her  return.  But  the  twins  and  Dan  follow  her  unseen  and  are  lost  in 
a  cave,  where  they  find  hidden  treasure  left  by  smugglers  buried  in  the  ground. 
Len  sprains  his  ankle  and  they  cannot  return.  Search  parties  set  out  from 
Cliffe,  and  spend  many  hours  before  the  twins  are  found  by  Nora,  cold  and 
tired  and  frightened.  But  the  holidays  end  very  happily  after  all. 

Peggy  Pendleton’s  Plan.  Illustrated.  5S. 

The  Pendletons.  Illustrated.  5s. 

Two  further  stories  dealing  with  the  fortunes  of  the  entertaining  Pendleton 
family. 

By  E.  EVERETT-GREEN 

Our  Great  Undertaking.  Illustrated.  5s. 

Miss  Evelyn  Everett-Green  is  one  of  the  first  favourites  with  girls  and  boys. 
This  is  how  she  tells  about  the  beginning  of  “  Our  Great  Undertaking.” 
The  children  have  been  asking  granny  for  a  story: — “Well,  my  dears,  I  will 
see  what  I  can  do.  You  shall  come  to  me  at  this  time  to-morrow  night,  and  I 
will  tell  you  the  story  of  how,  when  I  was  a  little  girl,  we  children  undertook 
what  seemed  to  many  people  at  the  outset  a  labour  of  Hercules,  and  how  we 
learned  from  it  a  number  of  lessons,  which  have  lasted  us  through  life.”  The 
grandmother  smiles  as  the  happy  children  troop  off  to  bed,  and  in  these  pages 
Miss  Everett-Green  tells  us  the  delightful  story  that  grandmother  told 
next  day. 

By  M.  QUILLER-COUCH 

The  Carroll  Girls.  Illustrated.  5s. 

The  father  of  the  Carroll  girls  fell  into  misfortune,  and  had  to  go  to  Canada 
to  make  a  new  start  But  he  could  not  take  his  girls  with  him,  and  they  were 
left  in  charge  of  their  cousin  Charlotte,  in  whose  country  home  they  grew  up, 
learning  to  be  patient,  industrious,  and  sympathetic.  The  author  has  a  dainty 
and  pleasant  touch,  and  describes  her  characters  so  lovingly  that  no  girl  can 
read  this  book  without  keen  interest  in  Esther’s  housekeeping  and  Penelope’s 
music,  Angela’s  poultry-farming,  and  Poppy’s  dreams  of  market  gardening. 
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By  E.  L.  HAVERFIELD 

Paffv  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Dudley  Tennant. 

J  *  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  olivine  edges,  3s.  6d. 

The  joys  and  sorrows,  friendships  and  disappointments — all  the  trifles,  in 
fact,  which  make  the  sum  of  schoolgirl  life — are  faithfully  delineated  in  this 
story.  Patricia  Garnett,  an  Australian  girl,  comes  over  to  England  to  complete 
her  education.  She  is  unconventional  and  quite  unused  to  English  ways,  and 
it  is  not  long  before  she  finds  herself  the  most  unpopular  girl  in  the  school. 
Several  times  she  reveals  her  courage  and  high  spirit,  particularly  in  saving  the 
life  of  Kathleen  Lane,  a  girl  with  whom  she  is  on  very  bad  terms.  All  overtures 
of  peace  fail,  however,  for  Patty  feels  that  the  other  girls  have  no  real  liking  for 
her  and  she  refuses  to  be  patronised.  Thus,  chiefly  owing  to  misunderstanding 
and  careless  gossip,  the  feud  is  continued  to  the  end  of  the  term  ;  and  the 
climax  of  the  story  is  reached  when,  in  a  cave  in  the  face  of  a  cliff,  in 
imminent  danger  of  being  drowned,  Patty  and  Kathleen  for  the  first  time 
understand  each  other,  and  lay  the  foundations  of  a  lifelong  friendship. 


By  ANNA  CHAPIN  RAY 

Pliiim  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Dudley  Tennant. 

J.>cU-Ild.HC  b  GilUin.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  olivine  edges,  3s.  6d. 

By  her  stories,  “Teddy”  and  “Janet,”  Miss  Anna  Chapin  Ray  has  already 
made  English  readers  familiar  with  many  of  the  distinctive  features  of  boy  and 
girl  life  in  America.  The  present  story,  which  is  cast  in  the  same  mould, 
deals  with  a  chapter  in  the  career  of  the  Arterburn  family,  and  particularly  of 
Nathalie,  a  vivacious,  strong-willed  girl  of  fifteen.  After  the  death  of  their 
parents  the  children  were  scattered  among  different  relatives,  and  the  story 
describes  the  efforts  of  the  eldest  son,  Harry,  to  bring  them  together  again. 
At  first  there  is  a  good  deal  of  aloofness  owing  to  the  fact  that,  having  been 
kept  apart  for  so  long,  the  children  are  practically  strangers  to  each  other ;  but 
at  length  Harry  takes  his  sister  Nathalie  into  his  confidence  and  makes  her  his 
ally  in  the  management  of  their  small  household,  while  she  finds  in  him  the 
chum  of  whom  she  has  long  felt  the  need.  The  younger  members  of  the 
family  provide  a  good  deal  of  amusement  throughout  the  story. 

nrVrl  A  •  T-Tf^r  A  Story  of  Sweet  Sixteen.  Illustrated  in 

J.  CUUjt  •  Ilti  jjuujv.  c0i0ur  by  Robert  Hope.  Crown  8vo, 

decorated  cloth  cover,  olivine  edges,  3s.  6d. 

World. — “Teddy  is  a  delightful  personage  ;  and  the  story  of  her  friend¬ 
ships,  her  ambitions,  and  her  successes  is  thoroughly  engrossing.” 

Yorkshire  Daily  Post. — “  To  read  of  Teddy  is  to  love  her.” 


Janet :  Her  .  .  . 
Winter  in  Quebec. 


Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Gordon  Browne. 
Crown  8vo,  decorated  cloth  cover,  olivine 
edges,  3s.  6d. 


Outlook. — “The  whole  tone  of  the  story  is  as  bright  and  healthy  as  the 
atmosphere  in  which  these  happy  months  were  spent.” 

Lady's  Pictorial. — “The  sparkle  of  a  Canadian  winter  ripples  across 
Anna  Chapin  Ray’s  ‘  Janet.’  ” 
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By  AMY  LE  FEUVRE 

Robin  S  Heritage.  Illustrated  by  Gordon  Browne.  2s. 

Robin,  the  little  hero  of  Miss  Amy  Le  Feuvre’s  latest  book,  is  a  charming 
creation.  He  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  lovable  of  the  boy  and  girl 
characters  in  her  books,  whose  adventures  have  given  delight  to  so  many 
thousands  of  little  readers. 

Christina  and  the  Boys,  illustrated.  2s. 

This  a  splendid  story  for  boys  and  girls.  All  who  have  read  Miss  Le 
Feuvre’s  other  books  will  want  to  read  this.  It  is  a  story  of  three  children  ; 
one  from  England,  another  from  Scotland,  the  third  from  Wales.  They  are 
all  so  jolly  that  it  is  difficult  to  say  which  of  the  three  will  be  the  favourite 
with  young  readers. 

Roses.  Illustrated.  2s. 

This  story  introduces  us  to  Mrs.  Fitzherbert,  a  dear  little  old  lady  with 
snow-white  hair,  as  she  moves  among  the  sweet  scents  and  sounds  of  her  rose 
garden.  She  lives  in  a  quaint  old-fashioned  house  with  casement  windows 
and  deep  window  seats,  old  oak  staircase  and  panelled  rooms.  And  into  the 
midst  of  this  secluded  scene  comes  Dimple — her  real  name  is  Isabella,  but  she 
will  not  allow  anybody  to  call  her  by  that  name  on  any  account — whose 
father,  owing  to  ill-fortune,  has  had  to  go  abroad.  How  Dimple  wins  the 
hearts  of  all  in  her  new  home  is  told  by  Miss  Le  Feuvre  in  this  little  book. 

His  Great  Opportunity.  Illustrated.  2s. 

The  two  principal  characters  in  this  book  are  Roy  and  Dudley — two 
cousins.  Both  are  anxious  to  become  heroes,  and  they  are  constantly  on  the 
look-out  for  an  opportunity  to  do  some  good.  This  leads  them,  one  day,  to 
pay  a  friendly  visit  to  a  sick  man.  They  cannot  get  in  by  the  door,  so  they 
clamber  in  the  window,  greatly  to  the  alarm  of  the  invalid,  who  takes  them 
for  housebreakers.  The  story  tells  how,  when  their  great  opportunity  does 
arrive,  they  are  able  to  seize  it  and  turn  it  to  account. 

Brownie.  Illustrated.  2s. 

A  Cherry  Tree,  illustrated.  2s. 

TWO  TrampS.  Illustrated.  2s. 

The  Buried  Ring.  Illustrated.  2s. 
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BOOKS  FOR  CHILDREN 


By  LUCAS  MALET 


Little 

Brock. 


Ppf-p-p  •  A  Christmas  Morality  for  Children  of  any  Age.  New 
*  Edition.  Illustrated  in  Colour  by  Charles  E. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  elegant,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


This  delightful  little  story  introduces  to  us  a  family  dwelling  upon  the 
outskirts  of  a  vast  and  mysterious  pine  forest  in  France.  There  are  Master 
Lepage  who,  as  head  of  the  household  and  a  veteran  of  the  wars,  lays  down 
the  law  upon  all  sorts  of  questions,  domestic  and  political ;  his  meek,  sweet¬ 
faced  wife  Susan  ;  their  two  sons  Anthony  and  Paul ;  and  Cincinnatus  the  cat 
—who  holds  as  many  opinions  and  expresses  them  as  freely  as  Master  Lepage 
himself;  and — little  Peter.  Little  Peter  makes  friends  with  John  Paqualin,  a 
queer,  tall,  crook-backed  old  charcoal  burner,  whom  the  boys  of  the  village 
call  “the  grasshopper  man,”  and  whom  everyone  else  treats  with  contempt; 
but  this  is  not  surprising,  since  Little  Peter  makes  friends  with  everyone  he 
meets,  and  all  who  read  about  him  will  certainly  make  friends  with  him. 
What  the  beautiful  ending  is  to  which  this  quaint  friendship  leads  up,  all 
young  people  who  like  stories  with  beautiful  endings  should  read  the  book  and 
discover  for  themselves. 


By  CHRISTINA  COWANS  WHYTE 
The  Adventures  of  Merrywink:  whShoSb^*  v‘ 

Crown  4to,  cloth  elegant,  6S. 

This  story  won  the  ^ioo  prize  for  the  best  children’s  story  in  the 
Bookman  competition.  It  tells  of  a  pretty  little  child  who  was  born  into 
Fairyland  with  a  gleaming  star  in  his  forehead.  When  his  parents  beheld 
this  star  they  were  filled  with  gladness  and  fear,  and  in  the  night  they  carried 
their  little  Fairy  baby,  Merrywink,  far  away  and  hid  him.  Why  was  it 
necessary  to  carry  Merrywink  away  so  secretly?  Because  of  two  old  pro¬ 
phecies:  the  first,  that* a  daughter  should  be  born  to  the  King  and  Queen  of 
Fairyland  ;  the  second  that  the  King  should  rule  over  Fairyland  until  a 
child  appeared  with  a  gleaming  star  in  his  forehead.  Now,  on  the  very  day 
that  Merrywink  was  born,  the  long-promised  little  Princess  arrived  at  the 
Royal  Palace ;  and  the  King,  who  was  determined  to  keep  his  throne  to 
himself,  sent  round  messages  to  make  sure  that  the  child  with  the  gleaming 
star  had  not  yet  been  seen  in  Fairyland.  The  story  tells  us  how  Merrywink 
grew  up  to  be  brave  and  strong,  and  fearless  and  truthful ;  how  he  set  out  on 
his  travels  and  met  the  Princess  at  court,  and  all  that  happened  afterwards. 


IS 


BOOKS  FOB.  CHILDBED 


The  New  Peep  of  Day. 

Hodder  Williams,  and  with  a  Preface  by  the  Bishop  of  Durham.  Illus¬ 
trated  in  Colour.  Leather,  2s.  6d.  net ;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  net ;  picture  boards, 
Is.  net. 

For  many  years  “  The  Peep  of  Day  ”  has  been  the  first  Bible  lesson  book  of 
a  great  number  of  English  children.  The  present  edition  retains  all  the 
features  that  made  the  previous  issues  so  popular,  but  it  has  been  thoroughly 
revised  with  a  view  to  making  it  more  easily  understood  by  the  children  of 
to-day. 


THE  CHILDREN’S  BOOKCASE 

Edited  by  E.  Nesbit 

The  “  Children’s  Bookcase  ”  is  a  new  series  of  dainty  illustrated  books  for 
little  folks  which  is  intended  ultimately  to  include  all  that  is  best  in  children’s 
literature,  whether  old  or  new.  The  series  is  edited  by  Mrs.  E.  Nesbit,  author 
of  “  The  Would-be  Goods  ”  and  many  other  well-known  books  for  children  ; 
and  particular  care  is  given  to  binding,  get-up,  and  illustrations.  The 
pictures  are  in  full  colour. 


Sonny  Sahib. 


By  Sara  Jeannette  Duncan  (Mrs.  Everard 
Cotes). 

A  charming  story  of  Anglo-Indian  Life. 


The  Water  Babies.  By  Charles  Kingsley. 


The  Old  Nursery  Stories.  By  E.  Nesbit. 

In  this  book  Mrs.  E.  Nesbit  relates  the  old  stories  of  the  Nursery — 
“Cinderella,”  “Sleeping  Beauty,”  &c. 


Cap-o’-Yellow. 


By  Agnes  Grozier  Herbertson. 


A  charming  series  of  fairy  stories  by  one  of  the  very  few  modern  writers 
whose  work  compares  with  the  classics  of  fairy-tale  literature  such  as  Grimm 
and  Perrault. 


Granny’s  Wonderful  Chair.  By  Frances  Browne. 

The  author  of  “  Little  Lord  Fauntleroy  ”  declared  this  book  to  be  the  best 
fairy  story  ever  written.  Two  generations  of  little  readers  have  been  of  the 
same  opinion  as  Mrs.  Frances  Hodgson  Burnett. 

The  volumes  in  “  The  Children's  Bookcase  ”  are  issued  in  three  styles  of 
binding:  in  paper  boards ,  at  Is.  6d.  net ;  cloth,  2s.  6(1.  net;  and  art  cloth 
with  photogravure  panel,  3s.  6d.  net. 

Scotsman. — “In  point  of  artistic  beauty  and  general  excellence,  these 
volumes,  costing  only  ir.  6 d.  each,  are  a  marvellous  production. 
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